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DEDICATION. 


TO 


71 PeEU GR ACE 


THE 


DUKE or NORTHUMBERLAND, 


KNIGHT OF THE MOST NOBLE 


ORDER OF THE GARTER; 


LORD LIEUTENANT 


AND CUSTOS ROTULORUM 


OF THE COUNTY OP MIDDLESEX, &e. 


MY LORD, 


Y OUR gracious condefcenfion, in 
granting my moft humble requeft to 
place under your Lordfhips. patronage wy 
thefe early efforts of the Britifh Mute, f we 
A 2 which 
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which come in aid of Hiftory, at leaf 
of what the Poet calls her «* Manner’d 


Page,” is a continuance of that pro- 
tection, ‘which our Bards have ever 


claimed, and received, from a Percy. 


THE ILLUSTRIOUS HouUSE oF 
NoRTHUMBERLAND, from the 
earlieft times to the prefent, have not 
only with a princely benevolence fhow- 
ered their bounty on our BARDs; but, 
by their deeds, in the Senate and the 
Field, given them glorious themes for 
their Songs. 


Your Grace’s adminiftration of the 
xyoverninent of IRELAND, your love 
and encouragement of the Fine Arts, the 
HuMaAnrt oda t adorns your character, 


The Aiea fpirit and bravery of 


a 


EARL 


Deke De Cray TC 


Earzt Percy, who nobly fought the | 
caufe of his Country abroad, while 
Lorp ALGERNON with equal {pirit 
greatly contributed to quell a moft dan- 
gerous tumult at home (the offspring of 
Bigotry and Licentioufnefs) are actions 
which will to lateft ages flourifh in the 
Hiftorian and Epic Poet. 


Iam, 
My Lorp, 
with profound refpect, 4 
Your GRACES 


Moft obedient, 


M 8) devoted yee, ay le a Qasivan + 
SOiC CVOLEG MUM bDIC OCry ality 


% , fy 
Strand, Feb.12, 1784. | ew, 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


TO 


THE SECOND EDITION. 


WHEN the rt Edition of this ‘Work was 
offered with great diffidence to the Public, I had 
the pleafure to fee the following account of the 
colleftion, by our beft literary Journals, who re= 
marked, ‘* that the fuccefs of Dr. Percy’s Collec- 
** tion, has inftigated Mr. Evans to furnifh that 
Supplement, which is at prefent under our con- 
fideration ; and with pleafure we recommend 
his work to our readers, as every way deferving 
their patronage and attention. We fincere] 

with all Editors like the prefent, thofe emolu_ 
ments they have a right to expect on account 
of their zeal to preferve the early efforts of the 
** Britifh Mufe, their tafte and judgment in felec- 
tion, and their expence and elegance in pub- 

* lication, (See The Critical and Monthly Reviews. } 


4 


Encouraged by the generous patronage of the 
Public, I have purfued my plan, and humbly offer 


two 
Place this Leaf after 


the Pre ACCs 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 


two additional Volumes to their favour. ~ I truft 
the Modern Ballads will not be difpleafing to the 
Reader, when he fees among them the productions 
of a Goldfmith, a Percy, a Blacklock, a Mickle, 
and others of diftinguifhed merit, ; 
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HE Ballad may be confidered as the native 
{pecies of poetry of this country. It very 
exaCtly anfwers to the idea of riginal poetry, 
which is confined to defcription of external objects, 
and the narration of events, and is fri€tly rude, 
uncultivated verfe, in which the popular tale of 
the times was recorded. Asiour anceftors par- 
took of the fierce warlike chara@ter of the Northern 
nations, the fubjeéts of their poetry would chiefly 
coniift of the martial exploits of their heroes, and 
the military events of national hiftory, deeply tinc- 
tured with that paffion for the marvellous, and that 
fuperftitious credulity, which always attend a ftate 
of ignorance and barbarifm. Many of the ancient 
ballads have been tran{mitted to the prefent times; 
and in them -the character of the nation difplays 
itfelf in ftriking colours. The boaftful hiftory 
of her victories, the prowefs of her favourite kiitgs 
and captains, and the wonderful adventures of the 
legendary faint and knight-errant, are the topics 
of the rough rhyme and unadorned narration, which 
was ever the delight of the vulgar, andis now an 
objec of curiofity to the antiquarian and man of 
tafte.’’ 
Such are the fentiments ofan excellent writer*, who 


has fully confidered this f{ubje&; and with them agrees 


€é 


£E 


the opinion of Mr. Addifon, who remarks, «* An ordi- 


nary fong or ballad, that is the delight of the com- 
mon people, cannot fail to pleafe all fuch readers as 


“Mr. Aiken. See his Effays on Song Writing. 
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“* are not unqualified for the entertainment by their af- 
** fectation or their ignorance ; and the reafon is plain, 
“* becaufe the fame paintings of nature which recom- 
“* mend it to the moft ordinary reader, will appear 
“* beautiful to the moft refined.”? 

Thefe teftimonies in favour of the rude and unpo- 
lifhed efforts of the Englith mufe in its infant ftate, 
would be fufficient to authorize the publication of 
fuch pieces as remain of this {pecies of poetry, even 
af the taite of the times, and the curlofity of the pre. 
fent age, did not demand that they fhould no longer 
be left fubje&t to accident and chance, to perifh in 
oblivion. 

A polifhed age will make allowances for the rude 
produétions of their anceftors, who, if they, do not 
dazzle the imagination, commonly intereft the heart. 
Among the modern ballads inferted in this edition, 
the reader will meet with feveral which would. do 
honour to any age or nation. 

Dr. Percy, in his Reliques of ancient Englifh 
Poetry, has inferted a very ingenious effay on the 
ancient Enclith minftrels, which precludes any attempts 
of ours, toilluftrate that fubje€t ; and to this we refer 
ourreader, 
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Noble a&s of king Arthur and the knights 
of the round table ~— ton 8 
King Alfred and the Joepherd — — IT 
King Edgar’s deception in love ~ — 22 
The freeing of Coventry by Godina countefs of Co- 
ventry a —_ SSB 
A fong to Alle, lord of the caftle of Bryftowe, in 
the days of yore —_ — =< 32 
Lhe valiant courage and policy of the Kentifomen 34. 
The brave men of Kent — _ — 39 
Memorables of the Montgomeries oe — 42 
The drowning of the children of King Henry I. as 
they came from France -— sap 
Strange lives of tawo Joung princes of England 4 | 
King Henry Il. crowning his fon in his life-time 62> | 
The unfortunate concubine; or, Rofamond’s 
overthrow — — — 68 
The lamentation of queen Elinor, wife to Henry II, 47 
A princely fong of Richard Cordelion ~~  — 80 
The pedigree, education, and parentage of Robin 
Hood oe —_— — 86 . 
Robin Hood’s progrefs to Nottingham — — 96 
—— and the pinder of Wakefield cmt AE 
———— and the bifbap — — 102 
——— and the butcher — — 106 
——_ and the tanner — —— lig 
————_ and the jolly tinker — — 118 
and Allen a Dale — — 126 
and the fbepherd — hae 
The famous battle between Robin Hood and the 
curtail fryar — — —— 136 
The meeting of Robin Hood and his coufin Scarlet 142 | 
RebinHood’ s famous archer ry before queenCatherine 47 
chafe; or, merry progrefs betaveen | 
Robin Hood and hing Henry os eral £G | 
golden prize — — 160 
rescuing Will Stutely from the Joeriff 164 | 
The noble Sfberman — oo —— 17] 
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reer a aD —= 2 A 


death and burial - 
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45 A fong of guce a Tabella, | cvifeto king Edward fe 
thithe dew fall ae the Spencers —. 250 
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48 Celadon and Lydia we 
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50 The prophecy of queen Emma 

51 Lhe death of earl Ofwald 

52 Sir Fames of Perth ~ — 
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54 Love and grief, or the death of the Sutherlands 


The following elegant Editions are jut publithed, 


By T. EVANS, 


Desiperata CURIOSA, 


a Colle&ion of very 
curious’ Traéts on Britifh 


Hittory and. Antiquity. Py. 
blithed from original Manutcripts, by Francis PEckK, 
M.A. Reéor of Godeby, near Melton, Leicefterthire, 


In 2 vols. Royal Quarto, with Plates; Price ;}. IIs. 6d, 
in Boards. 


In two large Volumes, o€tayo 
Price, in Boards 


=| 
THE HISTORY of the PELOPONNESIAN WAR, 


tranflated from the Greek of THUCYDIDES; to which 
are annexed three preliminary Difcourfes. 

t. On the Life of Thucydides, 

2- On his Qualifications as an Hiftorian. 

3+ A Survey of the Hiftory. 


By WILLIAM SM bw, ALM: 


Reétor of the Parith of the Holy Trinity, in Chefter, and 
Chaplain to the Earl of Derby. 


» illuttrated with Maps, 
» 108. 6d. 


*€ The Public is here prefented w 


one of the beft hiftories of antiquity ; a hiftory full. of 
important inftru€tion, the pernicious confequence of 
faction in flates, the tendency that power rigoroufly 
or wantonly exercifed, ‘has to make men defperate, 
“and that liberty, when abufed, has to make 


them in. 
*“ folent, is no where more ftrongly reprefented than in 


the grave, the judicious Thucydides: In him, too, 
we fee falfe patriots and venal orators drefled out in 
genuine colours, and thofe who employ their eloquence 
and abilities to promote the public intereft, and exert 
themfelves to the utmoft of their power in fupport of 
liberty, drawn at full length and in juft proportions. 
*“* With regard to the tranflation 


now before us, we 
fhall only fay, that its merit is fuperior to any raife we 
iy » a) 
can beftow.”? 
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An old ballad of a duke of Cornwall's daughter 3 
who, after her Marriage to a king of Albion, was 
divorced for the fake of 'a-favourite miftrefs > And 
her exemplary revenge om them both, 


The fats upon which this ballad ts founded, may &@ 
Seen in * The Lritifp Eliftory, tranflated into E aglilh frong 
the Latin of Teffrey of Monmouth : By Aaron T bomp- i 
fon, late of Queen’ s College, Oxon. 1718,‘8:z9, FL sin | 
Among the Plays of Shake/pearé, is one “pon the fame . 
Jubjed, but generally 


cfeemed /purious, 


VY HEN Humber in his wrathful] race 
| Kang Albana@ in field had flain, 


Whofe ‘bloody broils for to aflwage, 

King Locrin then apply’d his pain; 
And with a hoft of Britons ftout, 

At length he found king Hum 


Vol. I, B 
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At vantage great he met him then, 
And with his hoft befet him fo, 
That he deftroy’d his warlike men, 
And Humber’s power did overthrow ; 
And Humber, which for fear did fly, 
Leapt into a river defp’rately ; 


And being drowned in the deep, 
He left a lady there alive, 
Which fadly did'lament and’weep, 
For fear they fhould her life deprive. 
But by her face that was fo fair, 
The king was caught in Cupid’s fnare : 


He took this lady to his love, 
Who fecretly did keep it fill ; 
So that the queen did quickly prove 
Theking did bear her moft good will: 
Which though by wedlock late begun, 
He had by her a gallant fon. 


o| Queen Guendolin was griev’d in mind, 
To fee the king was alter’d fo: 
At length the caufe the chane’d to find, 
Which brought her to much bitter woe. 
For Eftrild was his joy (God wot) 
By whom a daughter he begot, 


the duke of Cornwall being dead, 
The father of that gallant queen : 
The king with luft being overlaid, 
His lawful wife he caft off clean # 
Who with her dear and tender fon, 
For fuccour did to Cornwall run, 


Then Locrin crowned Eftrild bright; 
And made of her his lawful wife : 


With her which was his heart’s delight, 


_ He f{weetly thought to lead his life, 
Thus Guendolin, a3 ore forlorn, 


Did hold her wretched life in {corn, 


But when the Cornith men did know 
dhe great abufe the did endure, 
‘With her a number great did go, 
Which the by prayer did procure. 
In battel then they march’d along, 
For to redrefs this grievous wrong. 


And near a river called Store, 

The king with all his hoft fhe met : 
Where both the armies fought fall fore, 
But yet the queen the field did get: 
Yet ere they did the conqueft gain, 
The king was with an arrow flain. 
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Then Guendolin did take in hand, 
Until her fon was come to'age, 
The government of all-the land : 
But firft her fury to afiwage, 
She did command her foldiers wild, 
To drowg both Eftrild and her child. 


Incontinent then did they bring 
Fair Eftrild to the river-fide, 
And Sabrine, daughter toa king, 
Whom Guendolin could not abide 
Who being bound together fait, 
Into the river there Were Caft: 


And ever fince that running flream 
Wherein the ladies drowned were, 
Ts called Severn through the realm, 
Becaufe that Sabrine died there. 
Thus thofe that did.to lewdnefs bend; 
Were brought unto.a wofal end. 
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The noble ads of King Arthur, and the knights of 
the round cable; with the valiant atchievements of 
Sir Lancelot du Lake. 


Arthur, the fon of Uter and Terén, the Aion of 


Cornwall, was crowaed king of britats ut the year 


516, and in the fifteenth of ‘his age. v7 ‘ter a reign of 


twenty -fix years, Mordred, the fon of Lope who pre- 
tended to his crown, march’d out againft him with his 
army: And they encounter’d at a place , then called Kam- 
blan, in Cornwall, where our hero flew him with his 
own hand; and at the fame time receiv’d his death’s 
EE A him. From the field o of battle he was carried 
to Glaftenbury in Somerfetfpire, where he died the tewenty- 
jirf of May, in the year 542, and was buried in that 
church-yard. They sell Us, that bis body was found 600 
years after, wader the reign a. king Henry the fecond, 
16 foot under ground; and near him the be ay of Gui niver 
gh queen. bd tells us, that king Arthur created 

4 knights of the order, him felf making the 25th ; tho’ 

ae poet has thought fit to da suble the number. At Win- 
chef er the ey foows i us this round table, hanging in the great 
hall mages the Saxon ings ufually fea Red. This hall is 
pi tggetes, oy mar ‘ble piers in the king’ G houfe, on the 

Weft fide of that city. The table itfelf is of deapepitd 
$i eee of eg and Phin it are cut Jensipel HAMES 1% 
the Saxon charaGers; though I believe no one lest 
fave that of Laxcelot. 
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Ws rthur firfi'in court began, 
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Then into Britain ftraight he came, 
Where fifty good and able . 

Knights then repaired unto him, 
Which were of the round table. 


And many jufts and tournaments, 
Before them that were drefs’d-; ; 

Where valiant knights did then ex cel, 
And far furmount the ref: 


But one Sir Lancelot du Lake, 
Who was approved well; 

He in his fights and deeds of arms 
All others did excel. 


When he had refted him a while le, 
‘To play, to game, and fport ; 
He thought he soi go try himfelf 

In fome adventrous fort: 


He armed rode in fore wide, 
And met a damfel fair, 

Who told him of adventures great 5 
Whereto he gave good ear. | 


Why fhould I not, quoth Lancelot, tho? 
For that caufe I came hither? . 
Thou feem’ft, quoth fhe, a knight right good, 
And! will bring thee thither : 


Whereas 


ss he EK 
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Whereas the mighty knight doth dwell, 
That now is of great fame: 

“Therefore tell me what knight thou arts 
And then what is your name? 


‘My name is Lancelot du Lake, 
Quoth fhe, It likes me then ; 
‘Here dwells a knight that never was 
E’er match’d with any man ; 


Who has ‘in prifon threefcore knights ! a 
And four that he has wound ; a 

Knights of king Arthur’s court they be, 
And of his table round. 


She brought him to a.river fide, 4 
And alfo to atree, f 
‘Whereona copper bafon hung, 


His fellow fhields to fee. 


He firuck fo‘hard, the bafon broke. a 
When Tarquin heard the found, ; Le 

He drove a horfe before him ftraight, Vii 
‘Whereon a knight lay bound. 


Gir knight, then faid Sir Lanc’lot, though, 
Bring me that horfe-load hither, 

Aad lay himdown, and let him reft ; 
We'll try our force together, 
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And as I underfland thou haf, 
So far as thou art able, 


Done great defpite and thame unto 
The knights of the round table, 


If thou be of the table round, 
(Quoth Tarquin fpeedily) 

(, Both thee and all thy fellowfhip 

J utterly defy. 


That’s overmuch, quoth Laiieelde though, 

| Defend thee by and by. 

‘They put their fpurs unto their fteeds, 
And each at other fy; © **' : 


"They couch’d their fpears, and horfes ran 
As though there had been thunder ; 

And each firuck them amidf the cata. 
Wherewith they broke in funder: 


Their horfes backs brake under them ; 
The knights were both afton’d: 
in To void their hor‘es they made hafte, 
To light upon re gro ound,’ 
‘They took them to their thields full faft, 
‘Their fwords they ¢ drew out then ; 
With mighty ftrokes moft eagerly 
Each one at other run, 
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‘They re were, and ble 
For breath they both did ftanc 
And leaning on their fwords awhile, 


noth Tarquin, Hold thy hand ; 
D/ > 


And tell to me what J fhail ak. 
Say on, quoth Lancelot though. 
‘Thou art, quoth Tarquin, the beil knight 


That ever I did know, 


And like aknight that I did hate ; 
So that thou be.not he, 
1 will deliver all the reft, 
And eke accord with thee. 
That is well faid, quoth Lancelot then} } 
But fith it mutt be fo, al 
What is the knight thou hateft thus, - is 
I pray thee to me fhow? F 
His name is Lancelot du Lake; | 
He flew my brother dear ; l. ae 


Him I fufpeét of all the ref ; 
I would I had him here. 


Thy with thou haft, but yet u unknown, 
Tam Lancelot du hot ? 

a 

Now knight of Arthur’s table round, 


Kind Haud’s fon of Scuwake 


Spee haggle ge Pa ter te 
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i And I defire thee dothy worft. 

| Ho, ho, quoth Tarquin, though 
‘One of us two fhall end our lives, 
i | Before that we do £0. 


if thou be Lancelot du Lake, 

Then welcome fhalt thou be z 
‘Wherefore fee thou thyfelf defe nd, 
For now I defy thee. 


They buckled then together fo, 
Like two wild boars rufhing, 

And with their fwords and fhields they ran 
At one another ilafhing : 


‘The ground befprinkled was with blead, 
Tarquin began to faint ; 

For he gave back, and bore his fhield 
So low he did repent. 


Then foon ’fpied Sir Lancelot though, 
He leapt upon him then, 

He pull’d him down upon his knee, 
And rufhing of his helm ; 


And then he ftruck his neck in two; 
And when he had done fo, 

From prifon, threefcore knights and four 

Lancelot deliver’d though. 
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wing Alfred and the Shepherd. With the humours of 
Gillian, the fhe pherd’ s wife. 


N elder times there was of y 
When gibes of churlifh glee 
Were us’d among our country carls, 
Tho’ no fuch thing now be. 
‘The which king Alfred likine well, 
Forfook his ftately court, 
And in difg uife unknown went forth, 


To fee that jovial {port ; 


How ne and Tom, in clouted peat 


And coats of ruffet grey, 
Efteem’ jth mfelves more brave than them 


That went in golden ray. 

In garments fit for fuch a life 

' ‘The good king Alfred went, 

nee fae and torn as from his back 
The beggar his cloaths had rent. 


A {word and buckler good and ftrong, 
‘To give ja¢k Sauce a rap ; 

And on his head, inftead of a crown, 

' He wore a Monmouth cap. 
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Thus coafting through Somerfetthire, 
Near Newton-court he met 

# fhepherd {wain of lufiy limb, 
‘That up and down did jet : 


He wore a bonnet of good grey, 

a Clofe-button’d to his chin ; 

And at his back a leather ferip, 
With much good meat therein. 

God fpeed, good thepherd, quoth the kings 
I come to be thy guett, 

To tafte of thy good viétuals here, 
And drink that’s of the bef: 


Thy fcrip, I know, hath cheer good ftore: 
What then? the fhepherd faid; 
‘Thou feem’ft to be fome fturdy thief, 
And mak’ft me fore afraid: 
Yet if thou wilt thy dinner win, 
Thy {word and buckler take; 
‘And, if thou can’ft, into my {crip 
Therewith an entrance make. 


I tell thee, roifter, it hath fore 

Of beef, and bacon fat, 
With theaves of barley-bread, to make 
‘Thy chaps to water at: 


OLD BALLADS. 


Here ftands my bottle, here my bag, 
If thou can’ft win them, roifter : 
Againtt thy {word and buckler here; 
My fheep-hook is my mafter. , 


Benedicite, quoth our goodiking ; bi 
It never fhall be faid; 
That Alfred of the fhepherd’s hook 
Will ftand a whit afraids o.: a 
So foundly thus they both fell to’t, | 
And giving bang for bang; 
At ev’ry blow the fhepherd, gave, 
King Alfred’s fword cry’d twang. 


His buckler prov’d his, chiefeft fence; 
For fill the fhepherd’s hook | 
Was that the which king Alfred could . | 
In no good manner brook. | 
‘ At laft, when they had ‘fought four hours,, 
And it grew juft mid-day, 
And weary’d, beth, ‘with right eood-will 
Defir’d each other’s ftay : | 


A truce, I crave, quoth Alfred then; 
Good fhepherd, hold thy hand; 

A fturdier fellow. than thyfelf 

Lives not within the land ; 
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Nor a Inuftier roifter than thon art, 

ail | The churlith thepherd faid : 

| To tell thee plain, thy thievith look 
Now makes my heart afraid. 


Elfe fure thou art feme prodigal, 
Which haft confum’d thy ftoré; 
And now com’ft wand’ring in this place, 


i To rob and fteal for more. ' 
Deecm not of me then, quoth our king, 
Good fhepherd, in this fort; 
A Rea well known: I am 
In good king Aifred’s courts 


"The devil thou art, the fhepherd faid 3 
Thou go’it in rags all torn; 

Thou rather feem’ft, I fliiples to be 
Some beggar bafely born: cot 

But if thou wilt mend thy eftate, 
And here a fhepherd be ; 

| At night, to Gillian, my fweet: wife, - 

Thou fhalt go home with me ; 


For fhe’s as good a toothlefs dame, 

As mumbleth on brown bread ; 
Where thou fhalt lie in hurden fheets, 
Upon a frefh firaw bed, 


Of whig and whey we have good ftore, 


And keep good peafe-flraw fre; 


And now and then’ good barley cakes, 


As better days requires 


But for my matter, which is chief, 
And lord of Newton-court, 


He keeps, I fay, his thepherd fwains 


In far more braver fort ; 


We there have curds and clouted cream, 


Of red cow’s morning milk; 


And now and then fine butter’d cakes, 


As foft as any filk. 


Of beef and reifed bacon fiore, 
That is moft fat and gready, 

We have likewife to feed our chaps, 
And make them glib and eafy. 
Thus if thou wilt my man become, 
This ufage thou thalt have ; | 
Ifnot, adieu ; gohang thyleli ; 

And fo farewell, Sir Knave. 


King Alfred hearing of this glee 
The chyrlifh thepherd faid, 
Was well content to be his man ; 
So they a bargain made ; 
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A penny round the fhepherd gave, 
In earrieft of thisamatch, 

rs * - 

Lo keep his fheep in field and fold; 


As fhepherds ufe to watch. eh 


His wages fhall be fall ten groats, 
For fervice of a year ; 
Yet was it not his ufe, old lad, 
‘lo hire a man fo dear: 
For did the king himfelf, quoth he, } 
Unto my cottage come, . 
rie fhould not, for a twelve-month’s pay 
Receive a greater fum. 


Hereat the bonny king grew blithe, - 
To hear the clownith jet; 

How filly fots,.as cuftom is, 
Do defcant at the beft. 

But not to fpoil the foolith fport, 
He was content, good king, 

To fit the fhepherd’s humour right 
In ev’ry kind of thing. 


A pre srcee then, with sees his dog, 
And tar-box by his fide 
He, with his mafter, cheek “by | 


: 
é 
Unto old Gillian hy’d, 


oll, 


Into whofe fight no fooner. come ; 
Whom have you here? quoth fhe; 

A fellow, I doubt, will cut our throats ; 
So like a knave looks he. 


Not fo, old dame, quoth Alfred ftraight, 
Of me you need not fear ; 

My mafter hir’d me for ten groats, 
To ferve you one whole year : 

So, good dame Gillian, grant me leave 
Within your houfe to ftay; 

For, by St. Anne, do what you can, 
I will not yet away. 


Her churlith ufage pleas’d him fill, 
And put him to fuch proof, 

‘That he at night was almoft choak’d. 
Within that fmoaky roof: 

But as he fat with fmiling cheer, 
The event of all to fee, 

His dame brought forth a.piece of dough, 
Which in the fire throws fhe ; 


Where lying on the hearth to bake, 
By chance, the cake did burn: 


What can’ft thou not, thou lout, (quoth fhe) 


Take pains the fame to turn? 
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‘ ‘Thou art more quick to take it out, 
il | And eat it up half dough, 
Than thus to ftay till’t be enough, 
And fo thy manners fhow. v 


ail But ferve me fuch another trick, 

* | V’1l thwack thee on the fnout : 

i | Which made the patient king, good man, 
al Of her to ftand in doubt. 

But, to be brief, to bed they went, 
The old man and his wife; 

But never fuch a lodging had 
King Alfred in his life ; 


For he was laid in white fheep’s wool, 
New pull’d from tanned fells ; 

And o’er his head hang’d fpiders webs, 
As if they had been bells. 

Is this the country gwife? thought he ; 
“hen here I will not ftay, 

But hence be gone, as foon as breaks. 
‘The peeping of next: day. 


The cackling hens and geefe kept rooft, 
And perched at his fide; 
Where at the laft, the watchful cock 


Made known the morning tide : 


Then up got Alfred, with his horn, 
And blew fo long a blaft, 

That it made Gillian and her groom; 
In bed, fullfore aghatt. 


Arife; quoth fie, we are undone ; 
This night we lodged have, 
At unawares, within our houfe, 
A falfe diffembling knave : 
Rife, hufband, rife ; hell cut our throats ; 
_ He calleth for his mates : 
I'd give, Old Will, our good cade lamb; 
He would depart our gates. 


But ftill king Alfred blew his horn 
Before them more and more; 
Till that an, hundred lords and knights 
All lighted at the door: 
Who cry’d, All hail,’ all hail, good king! 
Long have we fought your grace. 
And here you find (my merry men all) 
Your fov’reign in this place. 


We furely muft be hang’d up both, 
Old Gillian, I much fear, 

The fhepherd faid, for ufing thus 
Our good king Alfred here. 
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ii O pardon, my liege, quoth Gillian then, 

7 i For my hufband, and for me: 

By thefe ten bones, I never thought 
The fame that now I fee. 


And by my hook, the fhepherd faid,. 
(An oath both good and true) 
Before this time, O noble king, 
I ne’er your highnefs knew: 
Then pardon me and my old wife, 
That we may after fay, 
When firft you came into our houfe 
It was a happy day. 


It fhall be done, faid Alfred, ftraight ; 
And Gillian, thy old dame, 

For this her churlith ufing me 
Deferveth not much blame: 

For ’tis thy country guife, I fee, 
To be thus bluntifh fill; 

And where the plaineft meaning is,, 
Remains the fmalleft ill. 


And, matter, lo, I tell thee now 5 
For thy late manhood fhown, 

A thoufand wethers I’ll beftow 

Upon thee for thy own ; 
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And pafture-ground, as much as will 
Suffice to feed them all: 

And this thy cottage I will change 
Into a ftately hall. 


And for the fame, as duty binds, 
The fhepherd faid, Good king, 
A milk-white lamb, once ev’ry year, 
I?ll to your highnefs bring : 
And Gillian, my wife, likewife, 
Of wool to make you coats, 
Will give you as much at New-year’s tide, 
As fhall be worth ten groats : 


And in your praife, my bag-pipes fhall 
Sound {weetly once a year, 

_ How Alfred, our renowned king, 

Moft kindly hath been here. 


Thanks, fhepherd, thanks, quoth he again ; 


The next time I come hither, 
My lords with me, here in this houfe, 
Will all be merry together. 
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A fong of king Edgar, fhewing how he was deceived 
of his love, 


The fory upon which this ballad is founded may be 
Seen in any of the general Hiffories of England. It has 
been the fubjed of three dramatick pieces ; two by the late 
Aaron Hill, E/q. and the laft by the Rev. Mr. Ma/fon. 


Ay; HEN as king Edgar did govern this land, 
| Adown, adown, down, down, down; 
And in the ftrength of his years he did ftand, 
Call him down a; 
Such praife was fpread ofa gallant dame, 
Which did through England carry great fame; 
| And fhe a lady of high degree, 
i ‘The earl of Devonsfhire’s daughter was fhe. 
The king, who lately had buried the queen, 
And not long time a widower been, 
Hearing this praife of a gallant maid, 
Upon her beauty his love he laid ; 
And in his mind he would often fay, 
I will fend for that lady gay; 
Yea, I will fend for this lady bright, 
Which is my treafure and delight : 
Whofe 


Whofe beauty, like to Phoebus’ beams, 
Doth glitter through all chriftian realms. 
‘Then to himfelf he would reply, 
Saying, How fond,a prince am I, 
To cat my love fo bafe and low, 
Upon a girlI do not know ! 
King Edgar will his fancy frame 
To have fome peerlefs princely dame, 
The daughter of a.royal king, 
"That may a dainty dowry bring ; 
Whofe matchlefs beauty brought in place, 
May Eftrild’s colour clean difgrace. 
But fenfelefs man, what do I mean, 
Upon a broken reed to lean? 
Or what fond fury did me move, 
"Thus to abufe my deareft love ? 
Whofe vifage grac’d- with heav’nly hue, 
Doth Helen’s honour quite fubdue, 
The glory of her beauteous pride, 
Sweet Eftrild’s favour doth deride: 
Then pardon my unfeemly fpeech, 
Dear love and lady, I befeech : 
For I my thoughts will henceforth frame, 
To fpread the honour of thy name. 
Then unto him he call’d a knight, 
Which was moft trufty in his fight ; 
And unto him thus he did fay, 
To earl Orgator go thy way: 
Where afk for Eftrild, comely dame, 
Whofe beauty went fo far for fame : 
Om 
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And if you find her comely grace, 

As fame did fpread in every place ; 

Then tell her father, fhe fhall be 

My crowned queen, if fhe agree. 

The knight in meflage did proceed, 

And into Devonthire with {peed : 

But when he faw the lady bright, 

He was fo ravifh’d at her fight, 

That nothing could his paffion move, 

Except he might obtain her love: 

For, day and night while there he ftaid, 

fe. courted itill this‘peerlefs maid, 

And in his fuit he fhew’d fueh kill, 
Uhat at the length he gain’d her’ good-will ; 

Forgetting sds the duty tho’, 

Which | he unto the king did owe. 

‘Then coming homie unto‘his grace, 

e told him with diffembling face, 

Phat thefe reporters were to bi lame; 

That fo advane’d the maiden’s name 3 

For I affure your grace, faid he, 

She is as other women be ; 

Kier beauty of fuch great wisi 
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Then if your.grace would give confent, 
I would my felf be well content 

‘The damfel for my wife to take, 

For her great lands and livings fake. 
The king (whom thus he did deceive) 
Ancontinent did give him leave ; 

For on that point he:did not ftand, 

For why, he had not need-of land. 
Then being glad, he went away, 

And wedded ftraight this lady gay: 
The faireft creature bearing life, 

Had this falfe knight unto his wife ; 
And by that match of high degree, 

An earl foon after that was he. 

E’re he long ‘time had married been, 
‘That many had her-beauty feen ; 

Fer praife was {pread both far and near 3 
The king again thereof did hear ; 
Who then in heart did plainly prove, 
He was betrayed of his love: 

Though therefore he was vexed fore, 
Yet feem’d he not to grieve therefore ; 
But kept his count’nance good and kind; 
As tho’ he bore no grudge in mind. 

But on a day it came to pafs, 

When as the king full:merry was, 

To Ethelwold in fport ‘he faid, 

I mufe what cheer there fhould be made, 
If to thy houfe I fheuld refort 

A night or two for princely {port ? 
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I Hereat the earl fhew’d count’nance glad, 
| ‘Though in his heart he was full fad: 
i Saying, Your grace fhall welcome be, 
! If fo your grace will honour: me. 
at Then as the day appointed was, 
) Before the king did thither pafs, 
fil ‘The earl before-hand did: prepare 
hi The king his coming to declare ; 
| And with a count’nance pafiing grim, 
He call’d his lady unto him, 
Saying, with fad and heavy chear, 
I pray you, when: the king comes here, 
Sweet lady, as you tender me, 
Let your attire but homely be ; 
And wath not thou thy angel’s: face, 
But fo thy beauty clean difgrace 5 
Thereto thy gefture fo apply, 
It may feem loathfome to the eye: 
For if the king fhould there behold 
Thy glorious beauty fo extoll’d, 
Then fhall my life foon fhorten’d be, 
i For my deferts and treachery. 
When to thy father fir I came, 
Tho’ I did not declare the fame, 
4 Yet was I put in truft to bring 
| The joyful tidings to the king; 
Who for thy glorious beauty feen, 
Did think of thee to make his queen; 
But when I had thy perfon found, 
Thy beauty gave me fuch a wound, 


No reft nor comfort conid I take, 
Till you, fweet love, my grief did flake : 
_ And that tho’ duty charged me 

Moft faithful to my lord to be; 

Yet love, upon the other fide, 

Bid for my felf I fhould provide: 
Then for my fuit and fervice fhown, 

At length I won-you for my own; 

And for my love in wedlock fpent, 

Your choice you need no. whit repent : 
Then fince my grief I have exprefs’d, 
Sweet lady, grant me my requeft. 

Good words fhe gave with fmiling chear, 
Maufing of that which fhe did hear ; 
And cafting many things in mind, 

Great fault therewith fhe feem’d to find; 
But inher felf fhe thought it fhame, 

To make that foul which God did frame. 
Moft coftly robes full rich therefore, 

In braveft fort that day fhe wore, 

Doing all that e’er fhe might 

To fet her beauty forth to fight: 

Aud her beft fkill in every thing 

She fhew’d, to entertain the king. 
Wherefore the king fo ’{nared was, 
That reafon quite from him did pafs ; 
His heart by her was fet on fire, 

He had to her a great defire : 

And for the looks he gave her then, 
Mor every look fhe gave him ten. 
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Ht Wherefore the king’ perceived plain, é 
i His love and looks were not in-vain. 

Upon a time it chanced fo, 

The king he would.a hunting go ; 
af And as they through a wood did ride, 

= The earl on horfeback by his fide ; 

| | For fo the ftory telleth plain, 

9 | ‘That with a fhaft the earl was flain; 

| So that when he had loft-his life, 

He took the lady unto’ wife; 

Who marry’d her, all. harm to fhun, 

By whom he did beget a fon. | 
Thus he that did the king deceive, 

Did by defert his death receive, 

Then, to conclude and make an end, 


Be true and faithful to thy friend, 
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F¥ow Coventry was made free by Godina, countefs of 


Wy Chefter. 
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Of Chefter, as I read, 
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Did for the city of Coventry 
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Great privileges for ‘the town. 
This noble man did get ; 

And of all things did make it fo, 
That they toll-free did fit : 


Save only that for horfes ftill 
They did fome cuftom pay, 

Which was great charges to the town, 
Full long and many a day: 


Wherefore his wife Godina fair 
Did of the earl requeft, 
That thereof he would make it free, 
As well as all the reft. 


So when that fhe long time had fued, 
Her purpofe to obtain ; 

Her noble lord at length fhe took, 
When in a pleafant vein: 


And unto him with fmiling chear, 
She did forthwith proceed, 

Intreating greatly that he would 
Perform that goodly deed. 


You move me much, my fair, quoth he, 
Your fuit I fain would fhun; 

But what will you perform and do, 

To have this matter done ? 
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i Why any thing, my lord, (quoth the) 

| You will with reafon crave ; 
I will perform it with good will, 

If I my with might have. 


el If thou wilt grant the thing, he faid, 
That I fhall now require, 

As foon as it is finifhed, 
Thou fhalt have thy defire. 


Command what you think good, my lord, 
I will thereto agree, 

On this condition, that the town 
For ever may be free. 


Ifthou wilt but thy cloaths ftrip off, 
And by me lay them down, 

And at noon-day on horfeback ride 
Stark-naked through the town ; 


They fhall be free for evermore: 
If thou wilt not do fo, 

More liberty than now they have, 
I never will beftow. 


Vhe lady, at this ftrange demand, 
Was much abafh’d in mind; 

And yet for to fulfil this thing, - 

She never a whit repin’d. 
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Wherefore unto all officers 
Of Coventry fhe fent, 

That they perceiving her good will, 
Which for the weal was bent ; 


‘That on the day that fhe fhould ride, 
All perfons through the town 

Should keep their houfes fhut, and doors, 
And clap their windows down ; 


So that no creature, young or old, 
Should in the freets be feen, . 

Till fhe had ridden all about, 
Throughout the city clean. 


And when the day of riding came, 
No perfon did her fee, 

Saving her lord; after which time 

The town was ever free. 
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el A fong to Alle, lord of the Caftell of Bryftowe, in 
Ne daies of yore. 


a i About the year 920, Alle was governor of the caftle 

A of Briftol, and gained many fignal victories over the Danes s 

a particularly at “Watcher. The following fong was made to 
the memory of this chief by Thomas Rowlle, a Carmelite- 
friar, and father-confeffor to William Cannynge, founder 
of St. Mary Redcliffe church. It was written in the year 
1468, and the original is now in the hands of Mr. 
Barret, furgeon in Briftol, 


THOU (or whate remaynes of thee) 
/EMe, the darlynge of futuritye ! 
Lette thys mie fonge bolde as thie courage bee, 
As everlaftynge to pofteritye ! 
Whanne Dacyas’ fonnes, with hair of blood-red hue, 
Lykekynge-coppes braftynge with the mornyngedewe, 


Arraung’d in drear arraye 
Upon the lethale daye, 
Spredde, farre and wyde, on Watchet’s fhore 

Thenne dydft thou brondeous ftonde, 
And, with thie burlye honde, 
Befpryngedde all the mees wythe gore ; 
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Drawn by thyne anlace fell, 
Down to the depthes of hell 
Thoufands of Dacyans went ; 
Bryftowans, ménne of myghte, 
Ydar’d the blodie fyghte, 
And aed deedes full quent. 


O thou! where’ere (thie bones att reft) 

Thie {pryte to haunte delyghteth beft, 
Whether on the blod-embrued playne, 

Or where thou keen’ft from far 

The blatant cryes of warre, 
Or feeft fome mountayne made of hepes of flayne $ 


Or feeft the hatchedde ftede 
Y prauncynge o’er the mede, 

And neigh to be amongeft the poyntedde fperes ; 
Or, in black armour, ftalk’ft arounde, 
Embattelede Briftowe, once thie grounde, 

And glow’ft ardorous onne the caftle fteers ; 


Or Gerie round the mynfterne glare; 
Let Briftowe ftille bee made thie care: 
Guarde it fromme fomenne and confumynge fyre ; 
Lyke Avon’s ftreame encyrque it rounde, 
Ne lette a flamme enharme the grounde 
Tyll.ynne one flame all the whole worlde expyre. 
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VI. 
1 The valiant courage and policy, of the Kentifhmea, 
_ Hh which overcame William the Conqueror, who 
ee fought to take from them their ancient laws and 
cuftoms, which they retain to this day. 


The following account of the event which gave rife te 
this ballad, is extracted from the lives of the three Norman 
hings of England, by Sir Fohn Heyward, Ato. 1613. 
p- 97+ ‘* Further, by the counfaile of Stigand, Archo. of 
<€ Canterbury, and of Eglefine, Abbot of St. Augu/- 
€© sines (who at that time were. the chiefe governcurs of 
“¢ Kent) as the king was riding towards Dower, af 
“© Savanefcombe, rwo mile from Gravesend, the Kentifo- 
“© men came towards him armed, and bearing boughs tz 
“« their hands, as if it had bene a mooving wood ; they 
«© exclofed him upon the fudden, and with a firme counte- 
| “¢ nance, but words well tempered with modeftie and re- 
i <° (ped, they demanded of him the ufe of their ancient 
| <¢ Liberties and lawes : that in other matters they would 
yield obedience unto him: that without this they defired 
<< “not to live. The king was content to ftrike faile to the 
<< forme, and to give then: avaine fatisfatiion for the 
&¢ “prefent 3 knowing right well, that thé generall cuf- 
<¢ tomes and lawes of the refidue of the realme, would 
“© in fhort time overflow thefe particular places. So 
“© pledges being given on both fides, they conduted bim 
<¢ “49 Rocheffer, and yielded the countie of Kent, and the 
‘© caftle of Dover iuto bis power.” 

This balladis printed from an old black-letter volume. 
called The Garland of Delight. 
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X 7 HEN as the duke of Normandy, 
With eliftering fpear and fhield, 
Had entered into fair England, 
And foil’d his foes in field : 


On Chriftmas-day in folemn fort 
Then was he crowned here, 

By Albert archbifhop of York, 
With many a noble peer. 


Which being done, he changed quite 
The cuftoms of this land, 

And punifht fuch as daily fought 
His ftatutes to withftand : 


And many cities he fubdu’d, 
Fair London with the rett ; 

But Kent did fill withftand his foree, 
And did his laws deteft. 


To Dover then he took his way, 
The caftle down to fling, 

Which Arviragus builded there, 
The noble Britifh king. 


Which when the brave archbifhop bold 
Of Canterbury knew, 

The abbot of Saint Auguftines eke, 
With all their gallant crew, 
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They fet themfelves in: armour bright, 
i Thefe mifchiefs to prevent 

hi With all the yeomen brave-and-bold 
| That were in fruitful Kent. 


At Canterbury did they; meet 

Upon a certain day, 
ey! | With fword and fpear, with bill‘and bow,. 
And ftopt the conqueror’s way. 


Let us not yield like bond-men poor 
To French-men in their. pride, 
But keep our ancient liberty, 
What chance fo e’er betide, 


And rather dye in bloody field, 
With manly courage ‘preit, 

Than to endure the fervile yoke,. 
Which we fo much deteft. 


Thus did the Kentifh:commons cry 
Unto their leaders ftill, 

And fo march’d forth.in warlike fort,. 
And ftand-at Swanfcomb-hill : 


‘There in the woods they: hid themfelves,. 
Under the fhadéw green, 

Thereby to get them vantage good, 

Ofall their foes unfeen. 
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And for the conqueror’s coming there, 
They privily laid wait, 

And thereby -fuddenly appal’d 
His lofty high conceit 3 


For when ‘they fpyed his approach, 
In place as they did ftand, . 
Then marched they to him with {peed, Atrn 
Each one a bough in ‘hand, : 


So that unto the conqueror’s fight, 
Amazed as he ftood, 

‘They feem’d tobe a walking grove, 
Or elfe a moving wood. 


The fhape of men he-could not fee, 
The boughs did hide them fo: 

And now his heart with fear did quake, - 
To fee.a foreft go ; . 


Before, behind, and°on each fide, 
As he did caft his eye, f 
He fpy’d the wood, with fober pace Jai 
Approach to him full nigh : 


But when the Kentifh men had thus 
Enclos’d the conqueror round, 

Moft fuddenly they drew their fwords, 
And threw theif boughs to ground ; 


2? 
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Their banners they difplayyin fight, 
Their trumpets found a charge, 
Their ratling drums ftrike up alarmé, 
Their troops ftretch out at large. 


The conqueror with all his train, 
Were hereat fore agatt, 

And moft in peril, when they thought 
All peril had been paft. 


Unto the Kentithmen he fent, 
The caufe to underftand, 

For whatintent, and for what caufe 
They took this war in hand; 


To whom they made this fhort rely 
For liberty we fight, 

And to enjoy king Edward’s laws, 
The which we hold our right, 


Then faid the dreadful conqueror, 
You fhall have what you will, 

Your ancient cuftoms and your laws; 
So that you will be fill, 


And each thing elfe that you will crave 
With reafon at my hand, 

So you will but acknowledge me 

Chief king of fair England, 
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The Kentifh-men agreed thereon : 
And laid their arms afide, 

And by this means king Edward’s laws 
In Kent doth ftill abide 5 


And in no place in England elfe 
Thefe cuftoms do remain, 

Which they by manly policy 
Did af duke William gain. 


VI. 
THE BRAVE MEN OF KENT. 


This ballad is of a later date, but being upon the 
fame fubjedt, we have introduced it here. It is the pro- 
duétion of Tom Durfey, and was written the beginning , 
of this century. J 


HEN Harold was invaded, 
And falling lof his crown ; 
And Norman William waded 
Thro’ gore to pull him down; 
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(| When countrys round with fear profound; 

th To mend their fad condition, 

i And lands to fave, bafe homage’ gave ; 

| Bold Kent made no fubmiffion. 

ih ‘ Cho. Sing, fing in praife of men of Kent, 
So loyal, brave and free ; 

*Mongit Britons’ race, if one furpafs, 
A man of Kent is he; 


The hardy ftout free-holders, 
That knew the tyrant near, 
in girdles, and on fhoulders, 
A grove of oaks did bear: 
Whom when he faw in battle draw, 
| And thought how he might need ’em ; 
He turn’d his arms, allow’d their terms, 
Compleat with noble freedom : 


And when by barons wrangling, 
Hot faction did increafe, 
And vile inteftine jangling 
Fad banifh’d England’s peace, 
The men of Kent to battle went, 
‘a They fear’d no wild confafion ; 
But join’d with York, foon did the work, 
And made a bleft conclufion: 


At hunting, or the race too, 
They {prightly vigour fhew ; 

And at a female chafe too, 
None like a Kentith beau ; 
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All bleft with health ; and as-fer wealth, 
By fortune’s kind,;embraces, 

A yeoman grey fhall oft out-weigh 
A knight in other places: 


The generous, brave and hearty, 
All o’er the fhire we find ; 

And for the low-church party, 
They’re of the brighteft kind: 

For king and laws, they prop the caufe, 
Which high-church has confounded ; 
They love with height the moderate right,. 

But hate the.crop-ear’d round.head 


The promis’d-land of blefling, 
For our forefathers meant, 
Js now in right polledling, 
For Canaan fure was Kent: 
The dome at Knoll, by fame enroll’ ie 
“The church at Canterbury, 
The hops, the beer, the cherrys here, 
May fill a famous ftory, | 


General Wolfe being a native of Kent, on his death the 
following fianza was added to this ballad. 


Augmented ftill in ftory 
Their ancient fame fhall rife, 
And Wolfe with matchlefs glory, 
High foaring ‘reach the fkies; 


Quebec 
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Quebec fhall.ewn his great renown, 
| And France, with awful wonder, 
iH His deeds can tell, how great he fell, 
| Amidft his godlike thunder. 


=i gh Trine 
MEMORABLES OF THE MONTGOMERIES. 


Reprinted from a pamphlet publifoed in 4t0. at Glaf~ 
gow, 1770, by Robert and Andrew Foulis, and there 
Said to be printed from the only copy known to remain, 
which had been preferved above fixty years by the care 
of Hugh Montgomerie, fenior, at Eaglefbam, long one 
of the fadors of the family of Egtintoun. 


NOBLE Roman was the root 
From which Mortgomeries came, 
Who brought his legion from the war, 
And fettled the fame 


Upon a hill ’twixt Rome andySpain, 
* Gomericus by name ; | 
From which he and his off-fpring do 
Their fir-name full retain. ! 


_ Mons Gomericuse 


From this unto the wars of France 
Their valour did them bring, 

‘That they great inftruments might be 
To fave the Gallic king: 


Here, with great fplendor and renown, 
Six centuries they fpend : 

At length for England they fet fail ; 
Ambition hath no-end. 


On Britith ground they land at length : 
Rodger muft general be, 

A coufin of the conqueror’s, 
And fitteft to fupplie 


The greateft poft ; into the field 
The army then leads he, 

Into a camp, Hattings by name, 
In Suffex, where you'll fee 


The marks of camps unto this day ; 
And where you’l] hear it told, 

The Englith king did them attack 
Moft like a captain bold. 


But foon, alas! he found it vain, 
With Rodger arms to try: 

This warry officer prepares, 

His projects to defy. 
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‘The firong attacks he then obferves, 
Which made him thence to dread, 
That England’s king might be among 

Thofe who charg’d with {uch {peed : 


The life-guards ftraight he ordered, 
Their fury to defend; 

Where Harold, England’s king, at once 
His crown and life did end. 


Whence to the conqueror did come 
The Englith fcepter great, 

And William, England’s king declar’d, 
To London came in ftate. 


* Earl Rodger then the greateft man, 
Next to the king was thought ; 

And nothing that he could defire, 
But it to him was brought. 


Montgomery town, Montgomery fhire. - 
And earl of Shrefburie, 

And Arundale do fhew this man 
Of grandeur full to be. 


Thus did he live all this king’s reign: . 
For works of piety, 

He built an abbacie, and then 
Prepar’d himfelf to die. 


* Dugdale’s Baronage, and Hiftories of England. 


At lat king William yields to fate; 
And then his fecond fon 


Mounts on the throne, which had almoft 


The kingdom quite undone : 


Some for the eldeft fon ftand up, 
As Rodger’s fons did all: 

But the ufurper keeps the throne, 
Which did begin their fall. 


Then Philip into Scotland came, 
Unable to endure, 

That they who earldoms had poffeft, 
Of nought fhould be fecure. 


The king of Scots well knew the worth 
Of men of noble race, 

Who, in no times of ages paft, 
Their worth did once deface. 


He in the Merfe gives Philip lands, 
Which afterwards he foon 

With the black Douglafs did exchange 
For Eafitwood and Ponoon, 


Where many ages they did live, 
By king and country lov’d; 

As men of valour and renown, 

Who were with honour mov’é 
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To fhun no hazard; when they could 
To either fervice do: 

Thus did they live, thus :did they fpend 
Their blood and money too. 


At laft earl Douglafs did inform, ’ 
That, to our king’s difgrace, 
An Englifh earl had deeply fwore, 

He’d hunt in Chevychafe, 


And, maugre all that Scots could do, 
Would kill and bear away 

"The choiceft deer of Otterburn, 
And beft of harts would flay. 


Our king fent his commands unto 
Sir Hugh Montgomerie, 

And told him Douglafs wanted men 
Who fight could, but not flee. 


# 'The Rout fir Hugh himfelf prepares, 
The Douglafs to fupport ; 

And with him-took his eldeft fon : 
Then did they all refort 


Unto the field, with their brave men, 
Where moft of them did die; 

Of fifteen hundred warlike Scots 
Came home but fifty-three. 


'® Hiftories of Scotlands 
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Douglas was flain ; fir Hugh again 
The battle did renew ; 

He made-no ftand, with his own hand 
The earl Percie he flew. 


Sir Hugh was flain, fir John maintain’d 
The honour of the day.; 

And with him brought the victory, 
And Percy’s fon away. 


Le with his ranfom built Ponoon, 
A caftle which yet flandss 

"The king well pleas’d as a reward 
Did therefore give him lands; 


=~ a 


Of Eglintoun the heir, 
To fir Hugh’s reprefentative ; 
Thus joined was this pair. 


a 
And fome time after gave his niece, i 
q 


As with her came a great eftate ; 
So by her did defcend ; 

Her royal blood to * Lennox houk, q 
Which did in Darnly end, 


Who father was to James the fixth, 
Of Britain the firft king, 
Whofe royal race unto this day 


Doth o’er great Britain reign, 


* Earl of Lennox. 
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Since you are come of royal blood; 
And kings are fprung from you, 

See that with greateft zeal and love 
Thofe virtues ye purfue, 


Which to thofe honours rais’d your houfe, 
And fhall without all ftain, 

In heralds books your enfigns flowr’d, 
And counter-fowr’d maintain. 


Xe 


How king Henry the firft had his children drowned in. 
the fea, as they came out of France, 
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Reprinted from The Garland of Delight. 


F TER our royal king 
Had foil’d his foes in France, 
And {pent the pleafant fpring 
His honour to advance; 


Into fair England he return’d 
With fame and victory; 

That time the fubje&ts of this land 
Receiv’d him joyfully. 


But 
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But at his home return 
His children left he ftill 
In France, for to fojourn 


To purchafe learned {kill : 


Duke William, with his brother dear, 
Lord Richard was his name, 

Which was the earl of Chefter then, 

And thirfted after fame ; 


a 


The king’s fair daughter eke, 
The lady Mary bright, 

With divers noble peers, 
And many a hardy knight: 


All thefe were left together there 
In pleafureg and delight, 

When that our king to England came, 
After the bloody fight. 


But when fair Flora had 

Drawn forth her treafure dry, 
That winter cold and fad 

With hoary head drew nigh ; 


Thofe princes all, with one confent, 
Prepared all things meet, 

To pafs the feas for fair England, 
Whofe fight to them was fweet. 
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To England let us hye, 
Thus every one did fay, 
For Chriftmas draweth nigh 5 

No longer let us ftay, 


But fpend the Chriftmas-time 
Within our father’s court, 

Where lady Pleafure doth attend,; 
With many a princely fport. 


To fea th¢fe princes went, 
Fulfil’d with mirth and joy = 
But this their merriment 
Did turn:to dear annoy-- 


The failors:and the-fhipmen all,. 
Through foul.excefs of wine,. 

Were fo difguis’d that en-the fea 
They fhow’d themfelves like {wine 5: 


The fern no man could cuide, . 
The matter fleeping lay, 
The failors all befide 
teal a = ae 
Went reeling every way, 


So that the fhip at random rode 
Upon the foaming flood, 
Whereby in peril of their lives 
The princes always ftood : 


Which made diftilling tears 
From their fair eyes to fall; 
‘Their hearts were fill’d with fears, 
No help they kad at all: 


They wifht themfelves upon the land 
A thoufand times and more, 

And at the laf they came in fight 
Of England’s pleafant fhore. 


Then every one began 

To turn their fighs to fmiles ; 
Their colour, pale and wan, 

A chearful look exiles : 


The princely lords moft-lovingly 
Their ladies did embrace ; 

For now in England fhall we be 
(Quoth they) in little fpace. 


Take comfort then (they faid) 
Behold the land at laf ; 

Then be no more difmay’d; 
The wort is gone and paft. 


But while they did this joyful hope 
With comfort entertain; 

The goodly thip upon a rock 
In funder burft in twain. 
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With that a grievous fhriek 
Among them there was made, 
And every one did feek 
On fomething to be ftaid > 


But all in vain fuch help they fought ; 
The fhip fo foon did fink, 

That in the fea they were conftrain’d 
To take their lateft drink. 


There might you fee the lords 
And ladies for to lie 

Amidft the falt fea foam,. 
With many a grievous cry 3 


Still labouring for life’s defence 
With ftretched arms abroad, 
And lifting up their lilly hands, 

For help with one accord. 


But as good fortune would, 

The fweet young duke did get 
Into the cock-boat then, 

Where fafely he did fit: 


But when he heard his fifter cry, 

The king’s fair daughter dear, 
He turn’d his boat to take her in, 
Whole death did draw fo near ¢. 
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But while he ftrove to take 
His fweet young fifter in, 

The reft fuch fhift did make 
In fea as they did fwim, 


That to the boat a number got, 
So many, as at the laft 

The boat, and all that were therein, 
Were drown’d and over-cat: 


Of lords and gentlemen, 
And ladies fair of face, 

Not one efcaped then, 
Which was a heavy cafe. 

Threefcore and ten were drown’d in all, 
And none efcaped death, 

But one poor butcher which had fwom’ 
Himfelf quite out of breath. 


This was moft heavy news 
Unto our comely king, 


Who did all mirth refufe, 
This word when they did bring : 


For by this means no child he had 
His kingdom to fucceed, 

Whereby his fifter’s fon was king, 
As you fhall plainly read. 
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A fong of the ftrange lives of two young princes of 
England, who became fhepherds on Salifbury-plain, 
and were afterwards reftored to their formereftates. 


The following Jong has fomething too romantick in it to 
be taken for fad ; or, if it be grounded on hiftory, it hag 
been fo very much altered, that there is fearce a poff- 
bility of knowing it again. Certain it is, there zs na 
difcovering any trace of fuch a ftory under the reign of 
hing Stephen; if there is any foundation at all for the 
fats, they probably happened under that of his fucceffoy 
Henry the second. | . 


N kingly Stephen’s reign, 
Two royal dukes there was, 

That all our Englifh Jords, 

For greatnefs far did pafs. 
The one of Devonfhire nam’d, 

That had a daughter fair, 
Which he appointed at his death 

To be his only heir ; 


And her in love commits 
Unto the Cornwall duke, 

Whom he with tendernefs and care 

Moft kindly undertook: 


‘The promife being made, 
The duke of Devonfhire dies, 
And all that Cornwall vow’d to do, 
He afterwards denies. 


‘Yet well he educates the maid, 
That Maudlin fhe was grown 

The faireft lady under heaven, 
For beauty being known: 

And many princes fought for love, 
But none might her obtain, 

For covetous Cornwall to himfelf 
The dukedom fought to gain. 


‘Upon a time prince Raymund chane’d 
This comely dame to fee, 

‘With whom he fell fo deep in love, 
As any prince might be : 

Unhappy youth, what fhould he do? 
He ftill was kept in mew, 

Nor he, nor any of his friends, 
Admitted to her view. 


‘One while he melancholy pines 
Himfelf with grief away ; 

Anon he thinks by force of arms 
To win her if he may: 


E4 


OLD BALLADS. 


Ba ane a gE =" 


‘i 4 OLED iRIAMAL AMDiSo 


Until at length commanding love 

i Became to be his judge, 

And chang’d him foon from lordly ftate, 
i Into a kitchen drudge. 


i 7 e 

i And fo accefs he had, good prince, 
i His purpofe to bewray: 

hi 


; iM But fill fair Maudlin’s anfwer was, 
| She hufbandlefs would flay: 
Mean while her guardian beat his brains, 
Her dukedom to atchieve, 
Not caring what become of her, 
So he by her might thrive. 


* 


And fo refolving that fhe. fhould 
Unto fome peafant wed, 

And Raymund, then fuppos’d a drudge, 
Should ftand him in that ftead: 

But Maudlin, marking his i intent, 
Unkindly takes that he 

Should bar the noble match from‘her, 
Thus for a bafe degree. 


The lady fhifting out of doors, 
Departed then by ftealth, 

Than thus with bafenefs for to match, 
That might have liv’d in wealth, 
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When Raymund heard of her efcape, 
With fad and grieved heart, 

He left the palace of the duke, 
And after did depart. 


Forgetful of kimfelf and birth, 
His country, friends, and all, 
And minding only her to feek, 
That thus had prov’d his thrall : 
Nor meant he after to frequent 
The court, or flately towns, 
But liv’d with pinching cares and grief, 
Amongft the country grounds. 


A brace of years upon that plain, 
Near Salifbury that lies, 

In great content with feeding flocks, . 
A fhepherd’s life he tries, 

In hopes his love thereby to watte ; 
But then began again 

Within his heart a fecond love, 
The worfer of the twain. 


A country wench, a neat-herd’s maid, 
Where Raymund kept his fheep, 

Did feed her drove, with whom this prince 

In love was wounded deep: 


58 


OL ‘D BALE AD'S, 


Where fitting on the downy plain, 
And having fmall to do, 

‘Thefe thepherds there, in friendly fort, 
Thus plainly ’gan to wooe. 


I know, fair maid, quoth Raymund then, 
And thou as wel! as J, 

No maid there is that willingly 
With maidenhead would die: 

The ploughman’s labour hath no end, 
And he will churlifh prove, 

The tradefman hath more work in hand 
Than doth belong to love, 


‘The merchant venturing abroad, 
Sufpects his wife at home: 

A youth will ftill the wanton play, 
An old man proves a mome. 

Then chufe a thepherd, bonny girl, 
Whofe life is merrieft fill, 

For merrily he {pends his days, 
Thas on the fair green hill ; 


And then at night, when day is done, 
Goes home from thence betime, 

And in the fire turns a crab, 

And fings fome merry rhime ; 
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Nor lacks he tales, while round about 
The nut-brown bowl] doth trot, 
And fitting finging cares away, 
Till he to bed be got. 


There fleeps he foundly all the night, 
Forgetting morrow’s cares, 

Nor fears the blafting of his corn, 
Nor uttering of his wares: 

And this I know full well, fair lafs, 
More quiet nights and days 

The fhepherd fleeps and wakes, than he 
Whofe cattle he doth graze. 


A king I fee is but a man ; 
And fo, fweet lafs, am I: 
Content is worth a monarchy, 
And mifchiefs fhoot full high ; 
Al ate it did unto a duke, 
Not dwelling far from hence, 
Who had a daughter, fave thyfelf, 
On earth the faireft wench. 


With that, good foul, fhe flay’d and figh’d: 
Speak on, quoth fhe, and tell | 

How fair fhe was, and who fhe was, 

That thus did bear the bell. 
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She was, quoth he, of ftately grace, 
Of countenance moft fair : | 

No maid alive, for beauty’s prize, 
May well with her compare. 


A glove-like head,. a golden hair, 
A forehead fmooth and high, 

A feemly nofe, on either fide 
Did fhine a greyifh eye : 

‘I'wo rofy cheeks, and ruddy lips, 
White ivory teeth within, 

A mouth in mean, and underneath 
A round and dimpled chin ; 


A {now-white neck with bluith veins, 
To make her feem more fair, 
Yea, all her body fram’d fo fine, 
That earth had none more rare: 
For life, for love, for form, for face, ‘ 
None fairer was than fhe; 
And none but only fhe alone 
So fair a maid could be. 


I knew the lady well (quoth fhe :) 
But worthlefs of fuch praife : 
But credit me, no shepherd thou, 


With that he wept, and fhe was wot, 
And both did filence keep, 

And equally perplex’d in love, 
They fet them down to weep. 


In footh (quoth he) I am not fuch 
As feeming I profefs, 
"Fo be a prince’s fon by birth, 
My liking fhews no lefs: 
In Scotland is my father’s court, 
And Raymund is my name: 
With Cornwall’s duke I liv’d in pomp,: 
Till love controll’d the fame’, 


And did this lady dearly love, 
Although fhe lov’d not me : 

But now that love is wafted quite, 
And now I die for thee. 

I grant (quoth fhe) you lov’d her well, 
If that your love were fuch ; 

Yet think of me your fecond love, 
In love to be as much. 


Your twice beloved Maudlin here 
Submits herfelf to thee, 

And what fhe could not at the firft, 
The fecond time fhall be: 


OLD BALLADS. 


In 


ee RE Fe 2 
ee ne! s 


Rx 


SNS 
*, ‘ 
Ss i 


i 4 


% 
KS 


aS 
se ——. “Sart 


& 


ae eae 


62 OLD BALLAD §&: 


In fortune, notin perfon chang’d ; 
For Iam ftill the fame, 

in heart and mind as chafte and true 
As firfi to me you came. 


Thus {weetly furfeiting in joy; 
‘They tenderly embrace, 

4ind for their withed wedding-day 
Found fitting time and place; 

And fo thefe lovely princes both 
Each other did befriend, 

Where, after many a hard mifhap, 
Their loves had joyful end. 


XII. 


King Henry the fecond crowning his fon Henry in his 
life-time, fhortly after the young king makes war 
againft his father: And being vifited with ficknefs; 
and troubled in confcience, begs forgivenefs. His 
father fending his ring in token thereof, the young 
king deploring his wretched life, caufed himfelf to 
be drawn with a halter from the bed where he lay, and 
laid on a bed beftrewed with afhes, and fo died peni- 
tently. 


Hifto~ 
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Hiftorians all agree, that no prince avbo ever fat on the 
Englifh throne deferved better of bis fubjeGs and bis chil- 
dren, than Henry the fecond; and yet, that no monarch 
ever received more ungrateful returns thax he did from 
the latter. The fubjed of this ballad relates to the death 
of his eldeft fon; an account of which we Jeall give the 
reader, extracted from Speed’s biftory, p. 403. “ Thus 
‘© quas his life cut off like a weaver’s thread (fay au- 
“© thors*,) who had by dying cut off the hope of many: 
‘© But what/foever his life was, which God thus fhortned 
“© at his age of twentie and eight yeeres, certainly bis 
“<< death was not inglorious, but worthy to be fet out 
<* tz tables at large, as a pattern to difobedient children : 
<< for bis father refusing to vifite him (fearing his own 
© life) but fending his ring in figne of forgivenefs, the 
‘© dying prince moft humbly with flouds of teares kifing 
“< the fame, made a moft forrowfull confeffion of his 
“< finnes, and feeling death approach, would needs be 
“<< drawne (as an unworthy finner) out of his own bed, 
“* and laid upon ancther, firewed with afbes, where his 
“< foule departed in a moft penitent manner from bis bo- 
“© dy ; which being related to the father, hee fell upor 


“<< the earth, weeping bitterly, and like another David 
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«« for his Abfolon, mourned very sguch.” 
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OU parents whofe affections fond 
Upon your children doth appear, 
Mark well the ftory now in: hand, 
Wherein you fhall great matters hear ; 
And learn by this which fhall be told, 
To hold your.children ftill in awe, 
Left otherwife they prove too bold, 
And fet net by your ftate a ftraw. 
# Roz. Wend, Mil. Matt. Paris, Thom, Walfypodie Neuft. 
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King Henry, fecond of that name, 
For very love that he did bear 
Unto his fon, whofe courteous fame 
Did through the land his credit rear, 
Did call the prince upon a day 
Unto the court in royal fort, 
Attired in mof rich array, / 
And there he made him princely fport 5 


And afterward he took in hand, 
For fear he fhould deceived be, 
To crown him king of fair England, 
While life poffeft his majefty, 
What time the king in humble fort, 
Like to a fubject waited then 
Upon his fon, and by report 
Swore unto him his noble men. 


And by this means in England now 

‘Two kings at once together live ; 
But.lordly rule will not allow 

In partnerfhip their days to drive: 
The fon therefore ambitioufly 

Doth feek to pull his father down, 
By bloody war and fubtlety, 

To take from him his princely crown. 


Sith I am king (thus did he fay) 
Why fhould I not both rule and reign ? 
My heart difdains for to obey ; 
Yea all or nothing will I gain. 
Hereon 


Hereon he raifed armies great, 
And draws a number to ‘his parts 

His father’s force downright to beat, 
And with his {pear to pierce his heart. 


In feven fet battles did -he fight 
Againft his loving father dear, 
To overthrow him in defpight, 
To win himfelf a kingdom clear. 
But nought at all could he prevail, 
His armies always had the worft: 
Such grief did then his heart affail, 
He thought himfelf of God accurft. 


And therefore falling wondrous fick, 
He humbly to’ his father fent ; 
The werm of confcience did him prick,’ 
And his vile deeds he did lament : 
Requiring that his noble grace 
Would now forgét all that was paft, 
And come to him in heavy cafe, 
Being at point to.breathe his laf. 


When this word came unto our king, 


The news did make him wondrous woe ; 


And unto him he fent his ring, 
Where he in perfon would not go. 
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Commend me to my fon, he faid, 

So fick in bed as he dotinlie,; 
And tell him J am well apaid 

To hear he doth for mercy cry? 


The lord forgive his foul offence, 
And I forgive them all (quoth he) 
His evil with good Ie recompence, 
Bear him this meflage now from me. 
When that the prince did fee th¢ ring,. 
He kiffed it in joyful wife; 
And for his faults. his hands did wring, 
While bitter tears gufht from his eyes : 


Then to his lords that ftood him nigh, 
With feeble voice then did he call’; 
Defiring them immediately 
To firip him from his garments all. 
Take off from me thefe robes:fo rich,. 
And lay me ina cloath of hair: 
Quoth he, my grievous fins are fuch, 
Hell fire’s flame I greatly fear. 


A hempen halter then lie took, 
About his‘neck he put the fame; 

And with a grievous piteous look 

His fpeech unto them fhe did frame : 


OLD 


You reverend bifhops more and lefs, 
Pray for my foul to God on high ; 
For like a thief, I do confefs; 
I have deferved for to die: 


And therefore by this halter here, 
T yield myfelf unto you all, 

A wretch unworthy to appear 
Before my God celeftial. 

Therefore within thet hempen bed, 
All ftrew’d with afhes.as it is, 

Let me be laid when I am dead, 
And draw me thereunto by this : 


Yea, by this halter ftrong and tough, 
Drag forth my carkafs to the fame; 

Yet is that couch not bad enough 
For my vile body wrapt in fhame. 

And when you fee me lie along, 
Bepowdered in afhes there ; 

Say, There is he that did fuch wrong 
Unto his father every where. 


And with that word he breath’d his laf; 


Wherefore, according to his mind, 


They drew him up by the neck full faft 


Unto the place By him affign’d: 
And afterward in folemn fort 

At Roan in France buried was he, 
Where many princes did refort 


To his moft royal obfequy. 
F 2 
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The unfortunate Concubine; or, Rofamond’s over- 
throw. Occafion’d by her brother’s unadvifedly 
praifing her beauty to two young knights.ef Salif- 
bury, as they rid on the road. 


In Dr. Percy’s Reliques of antient Poetry, vol. II. ano- 
ther ballad on the flory of this lady is to be found. Prefixed 
to it the doGtor hath given a. very full account of her 
hiftory, and entered into a minute enquiry concerning the 
circumftances of her life, and the miftakes. of feveral of 
our hiftorians about it. To this account, as the fulleft 
and moff accurate on the fubjed, we refer the reader. 


eit youthful, charming ladies fair,. 
s) = Fram’d of the pureft mold, 
With-rofy cheeks, and filken hair, 
Which fhine like threads of gold: 
Soft tears of pity here beftow 
On the unhappy fate . 
Of Rofamond, who long ago: 


Prov’d moft unfortunate. 


When as the fecond Henry, reign’d 
On the imperial throne, 

How he this beauteous flower gain’d,, 
To you I fhall make known: 


Wick: 
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With all the circumftances too ip 
Which did her life attend ; i} 

How firft fhe into favour grew, 
And of her fatal end. 


As three young knights of Sal’fbury 
Were riding on the way, 
One boatfted of a fair lady, 
Within her bow’r fo gay: 
{ have a fifter, Clifford fwears, 
But few men do her know ; 
Upon her face the fkin appears 
Like drops of blood on {now. 


My fifter’s locks of curled hair 
Outfhine the golden ore ; 

Her kin for whitenefs may compare ° 
With the fine lilly fow’r: 

Her breafts are lovely to behold, 
Like to the driven fnow: 

I would not, for her weight in gold, 
King Henry fhould her know. 


King Henry had a bower near 
Where they were riding by, 

And he did Clifford over-hear : 
Thought he immediately, 
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Tho’ I her brother fhou’d offend 
For that fair white and red ; 

For her I am refolv’d to fend, 
‘T'o grace my royal bed. 


The king, who was of high renown, 
Wou’d not his fancy pall ; 

For having writ his pleafure down, 
He did young Clifford call: 

Come here to me now out of hand, 
Come hither unto me; 

Tam the king of fair England ; 
My meffenger thou’lt be, 


I to your fitter here have writ 
Three letters feal’d with gold ; 
No meffenger I think fo fit 
As you: Therefore, behold, 
Convey them to her hand with {peed ; 
Make not the leaft delay : 
My will and pleafure let her read, 
And my commands obey. 


Young Clifford-then the letters took 
From Henry’s royal hand, 

Tho’ with a melancholy look, 

And mounted out of hand; 


Soft tears bedimm’d his noble fight,» 
His grieved heart was fads oi! “9! 
Altho’ he was as brave-a knight 
As any Henry had. 


With that this noble knight of fame 
Rid on without delay, 

Until he to the bower came, 
Which was both rich and gay: 

She cry’d, when he knock’d at the ring, 
Who raps fo fierce and bold? 

Sifter, lve brought you from the king 
Three letters feal’d with gold. 


Then with her fingers, long and f{mall, 
She broke the feals of gold ; 

And as fhe did to reading fall 
At firft, you might behold 

The fmiles of pleafant {weet delight, 
As if well fatisfy’d ; 

But ere fhe had concluded quite, 
She rung her hands, and cry’d: 


Why did you boaft beyond your bounds, 
When Oxford you did fee? 


You might have talk’d of hawks and hounds, 


And never brage’d of me. 
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When by the king I am defil’d, 
My father’s griefs begin ; 

He’ll have no comfort of his child, 
Nor come to my wedding. 


Go fetch me down my planét-book 
Straight from my private room ; 

For in the fame I mean to look, 
What is decreed my doom. 

The planet-book ‘to her they brought, 
And laid it on her knee; 

She found that alk would come: ta nought, 
For poifon’d fhe fhould be. 


Icurfe you, brother, then fhe cry’d, 
Who caus’d my deftiny; 

I might have been fome lord’s fair bride, 
But you have ruin’d me. 

With that, fhe call’d her waiting: -maid, 
To bring her riding-weed ; 

And to ise groom fhe fileewite faid, 
Saddle my milk-white’' fteed, 


Some ride before her, to report 


Her coming to the king ; 


As fhe approach’d the royal court, 


Sweet peals of bells did ring. 
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A garland o’er her head they bore, 
To magnify her charms ; 

And as fhe came the king before, 
He clafp’d her in his arms. 


With blufhes then the did befeech 
The king on her bare knee ; 

Her words were thefe, I pray, my liege, 
What is your will with me? 

Said he, I fent for thee, my Rofe, 
To grace my royal bed: 

Now, as he did his mind difclofe, 


She bluthed fcarlet-red. 


Blufh not, my faireft Rofamond ; 
Fear no difaftrous fate ; 

For by my kingly pow’r I can f 
Place thee in happy ftate: ; 

No lady in this court of mine : 
Can purchafe thy defert ; 

Whofe pleafant looks, and charms divine, 
Have-won my royal heart. 


The gifts and prefents of a king 
Soon caus’d her to comply ; 
Thinking there was not any thing 


Like royal dignity, 
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But as her bright and golden feene 
In court began to fhine, 

‘The news was carry’d to the queen 
Of this new concubine ; 


At which fhe was enraged fo 
With malice in her breaft, 

That till fhe wrought her overthrow, 
She could not be at reft. 

She felt the fury of the queen, 
Ere fhe had flourifh’d long ; 

And dy’d, juftas fhe had forefeen, 
By force of poifon ftrong. 


Lhe angry queen, with malice fraught 
Cou’d not herfelf contain, 

Till the fair Rofamond had brought 
To her fad fatal bane. 

‘The {weet and charming precious Rofe, 
King Henry’s chief delight ! 

‘The queen fhe to the bower goes, 
And wronght her hateful fpight : 


bd 


when fhe to the bower came, 
Vhere lady Clifford lay, 
iraged Ellinor by. name 

e could not find the way, 


Until the filken clue of thread 
Became a fatal guide 

Unto the queen, who laid her dead 
Ere fhe was fatisfy’d. 


Alas! it was no fimall furprize 
To Rofamond the fair: 


When death appear’d before her eyes, 


No faithful friend was there, 
Who could ftand up in her defence, 
To put the potion by ; 
So, by the hands of violence, 
Compell’d fhe was to die, 


O moft renowned, gracious queen, 
Compafiion take of me $ 

I with that I had never feen 
Such royal dignity. 

Betray’d I was, and by degrees 
A fad confent I gave ; 

And now, upon my bended knees, 
I do your pardon crave. 


I will not pardon you, fhe cry’d; 
So take this fatal cup: 

And you may well be fatisfy’d, 

V’ll fee you drink it up. 
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Then, with her fair and milk-white hand, 
The fatal cup fhe took ; 

Which being drank, fhe could not ftand, 
But foon the world forfook. 


Now when the king was well inform’d 
What Elliner had done, 

His breaft he {mote, in wrath he ftorm’d, 
As if he would have run 

Befides his fenfes; and he {wore, 
For this inhuman deed, 

He never would bed with. her more ; 
His royal heart did bleed. 


The king did not ftand paufing long, 
How to reward her fpleen; 

But ftraight in a clofe prifon ftrong 
He caft his cruel queen: 

Where fhe lay fix and twenty years, 
A long captivity, 

Bathed in floods of weeping tears, 
Till his death fet her free. 


Now when her fon he did fueceed 
His father, great Henty<¢) 
His royal mother foon he freed 


} 
i 
From her captivity : 


OLD (BALL 


And fhe fet many more at large, 
Who long for debt had lain 5: 

Her royal pity did difcharge 
Thoufands in Richard’s reign. 


Gr 
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xiv. 


The lamentation of queen Elinor, wife to king Henry 
the fecond, being kept twenty~fix years in prifon, 
who was the caufe the king’s forms fo unnaturally re~ 
belled againft their father: Whom her fon Richard 
when he came to be king releafed. And how at her 
deliverance fhe caufed many prifoners to be fet at 


liberty. 


The circumftances of this ballad appear to be founded 
on fat. Dr. Percy, vol. Ll. bath giuen fome account of 
this lady, to which we muft again refer the reader. 
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<a TP HRICE woe is me, unhappy queen, 
A Thus to offend my GEACLONS lord : 
My foul offence too plain is feen, 
And of good people mugh-abhori’d. 
i do confefs my fault it was, 
Thefe bloody wars came thus to pafs : 
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My jealous mind hath wrought my woe, 
(Let all good ladies fhun miftruft) 

My envy wrought my overthrow ; 
And by my malice moft unjuf, 

My fons did feek their father’s life, 

By bloody wars and cruel ftrife. 


What more unkindnefs could be fhown 
To any prince of high renown, 

Than by his queen and love alone 

_ To ftand in danger of his crown ? 

¥or this offence moft worthily 

fn doleful prifon dol lie. 


But that which moft torments my mind, 
And makes my grievous heart complain, 
Ts; for to think that, mof unkind, 
I brought myfelf to fuch difdain, 
That now the king cannot abide 
I fhould be lodged by his fide. 


In doleful prifon Iam caf, 
Debarr’d of princely company ; 

The king’s good will quite have I lof, 
And purchaft nought but infamy ; 

And never muft I fee him more, 

Whofe abfence prieves my heart full fore: 
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Full fixteen winters have I been 
Imprifon’d in thig dungeon deep, 
Whereby my joys are waited clean, 


Where my poor eyés have learn’d to weep ; 


And never fince I could attain 
His kingly leve to me again. 


Too much indeed, I muft confefs, 

I did abufe his royal grace ; 
And by my great maliciouf{nefs 

His wrong I wrought in every place ; 
And thus his love I turn’d to hate, 
Which I repent, but all too late. 


Sweet Rofamond, that was fo fair, 
Out of her curious bower I brought ; 
A poifon’d cup I gave her there, 


Whereby her death was quickly wrought : 


The which I did with all defpite, 
Becaufe fhe was the king’s delight. 


Thus often did the queen lament, 
As fhe in prifon long did lie ; 
Her former deeds fhe did repent, 
With many watery weeping eye: 
But at the laft this news was {pread, 
The king was on a fudden dead 


« seg Siete at ncttd er) ad 


ie ea ae A Te, 


80 OLD. BALLADS 


But when fhe heard thefe tidings told, 
Mott bitterly fhe mourned then ; 
Her woful heart fhe did unfold 
In fight of many noble men. 
And her fon Richard being king, 
From doleful prifon did her bring : 


Who fet her for to rule his land, 
While to Jernfalem he went ; 
And while fhe had ,his charge in hand, 
Her care was great in government, 
And many prifoners thef¢ in hold 
She fet at large from irons cold. 
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A princely fong of king Richard Cordelion, and of 
his bold courage, and lamentable death. 


A NOBLE chriftian .warrior, 
A. Ki ing Richard of this land, 
For fame amongft our worthies brave; 
Now alee may itand : 
ave him ftill 
nmand, 


wvicur Jefus Chrift. 


The god of battels 
A Sallant great ci 
To fight for our Sa 
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Richard Cordelion in this land, 
A noble Englifh name ; 

It fills the world with wonders great, 
With honour and with fame: 

Then gallantly, good foldiers all, 
Come thunder out the fame, 

That fights, &c. 


When as fair Jerufalem, 
The city.of our lord, 

Lay mourning all in heavinefs, 
Confumed by the fword ; 

To fuccour her, all Chriftendom 
Did willingly accord 3 

And to fight, &c. 


Then marched forth, moft brave and ‘bold, 
~ King Richard from the land, 
Of noble knights and gentlemen, 
With him a warlike band; 
To fight for Jefus Chrift his name, 
So long as he could ftand : 
All foldiers of our Saviour, &c. 


But by the way fuch chances there 
King Richard did betide, 
That many of his foldiers 
For want of victuals dy’d: 
A new fupply this noble king 
Was forced to provide, 
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The mighty duke of Auftria, 

To whom he came for aid, 
For all his kingly courtefies, 

His fuccours were deny’d ; 
But took him prifoner cowardly, 

And bafely him betray’d ; 
Not fighting for, &c. 


His noble knights and foldiers then 

With forrows went away, . 
Wofully complaining all, 

That e’er they faw that day, 
That fuch a noble king as he 

A prifoner there fhould ftay, 
And fight not for, &c. 


When they were here providing 
A ranfom for his grace, 

The duke’s own fon unreverently 
King Richard did abafe ; 

For which with one fmall box o’th’ ear 
He kill’d him in that place: 

In honour of our Saviour, &c. 


With that into a dungeon deep 
This noble king was caft: 

Wherein a lion (all in rage) 
Provided was in hafte, 

To combat with this famous king; 
So long as life did laft : 

The foldier of our Saviour, &c. 
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But gentle pity moved tach 
The daughter of that duke, 

Who deeply wounded was with love, 
Proceeding from his look: 

For which to fave his princely life, | 
She kindly undertook, WW 


In honour of our Saviour, &c. 


A rich embroider’d fcarf of filk 
She fecretly convey’d 

Into the dungeon where the king 
For execution itaid ; 

The which, to fave his gentle life, 
An inftrument was made, 

In honour of our Saviour, &c. 


For when the hunger-ftarved beaft 
Into the dungeon came, 

With open’mouth to fwallow him, 
He nimbly took the fame, 

And ftoutly thraft it down his throat, 
The lion thus to tame, 

In honour of our Saviour, &c. 


And fo with valiant courage he 
Pull’d out the lion’s heart ; 

Which made the duke and all his lords 
In fearful manner ftart, 

To fee this royal Englifh king 
To play fo brave a part, 

In honour of our Saviour, &c. 
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I am no prifoner, faid the king, 
For Iam now fet free; 

The country, and our law-of arms, 
Command it fo to be: 

And thus to England’s bleffed land 
Mott joyfully went he, 

In’ honour of our Saviour, &c. 


But left his deareft love behind, 
That gently fav’d his life, - 
With promife to return again, 
To make her then his wife ; 
But fill revenge and bloody war 
Did breed them further ftrife, 
In fighting for our Saviour, &c. 


The noble hearts of Englith men, 
That could endure no wrong, 

For good king Richard muftered then 
A valiant army ftrong, 

To pafs the feas to Acon walls, 
To lay the fame along, 

In honour of our Saviour, &c, 


So fierce confuming fire and fword 
Into that country came, 
Deftroying all the cities brave, 
And towns of ancient fame, 
Till thofe the wrongs king Richard had, 
Were righted by the fame, 
In honour of our Saviour, &c. 


But in his prime of martial worth, 
This noble king was flain ; 

For wounded with a pois'ned fhaft, 
That pierc’d his princely brain : 

Such forrowing moan was long time made, 
Amongtt his warlike train, 

Still fighting for our Saviour, &c. 


But chiefly by his lady fair, 
So loyal and fo kind, 

That nothing but revenge thereof 
Poffeffed ftill her mind ; 

To know the caufer of his death, 
Were rich rewaitls affign’d, 

To the honour of our Saviour, &c. 


Upon the murtherer (being found) 
Much cruelty was fhewn ; 

By her command his ikin alive 
Was flead from flefh and bone: 

And after into duft and air 
His body it was thrown, 

Jn honour of our Saviour, &c. 


Yet ended not this lady’s grief, 
For him fhe lov’d fo dear, 

Deep forrows even broke her heart, 
As plainly did appear: 

And both were buried in one grave. 
Thus true love’s end you hear, 


That died for our Saviour, &c. 
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Did ever lady, for-her, love, 
More flangely undertake ? 


Did ever daughter in this kind 
wW 
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A crieved father make P 
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Did ever princefs end her life 
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XVI. 


The pedigree, education, and marriage of Robin Hood 
with Clorinda, queen of Titbury-feaft. Suppofed 
to be related -by the fidler who played at their wed. . 
ding. 


In Dr. Percy’s Reliques of Antient Poetry, vol. I. zs 
another ballad on this very celebrated Outlaw, to which 
ave refer the reader, who will there alfo fee an account 


of Dim . 


| IND gentlemen, will you be*filent a while? 
i’ Ay, and then you fhall hear anon 
A very good ballad of bold Robin Hood, 


And of his brave man Little John. 
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qn Lockfley town, in merry Nottinghamhhire, 
In merry fweet Lockiley town, 

There bold Robin Hood was born and bred, 
Bold Robin of famous renown. 


The father of Robin a forefter was, 
And he fhot with a lufty ftrong bow, 

Two north-country miles and an inch at a fhoot, 
As the pinder of Wakefield does know ; 


For he brought Adam Bell, and Clim of the Clough, 


And William a Clowdel-lee, 
To fhoot with a forefter for forty marks, 
And the foreiter beat them allvthree. 


His mother was niece to the Coventry knight, 
Which Warwickfhire men call Sir Guy; 

For he flew the blue boar that hangs up at the gate, 
Or my hoft at the Bull tells a lye. 


Her brother was Gamewell, of great Gamewell-hall, 


A noble houfe-keeper was he, 
Ay, as ever broke bread in fweet Nottinghamfhire, 
And a {quire ©f famous degree. 


The mother of Robin faid to her hufband, 
My honey, my love, and my dear, 

Let Robin and I ride this morning to Gamewell, 
To tafte of my brother’s good cheer. 
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‘Take one of my horfes, -I pray; 
Phe fun is arifing, and therefore make hafte, 


For to-morrow is Chriftmas-day. 


Then Robin Hood’s father’s grey gelding was brought 
And faddled and bridled was he; 

God wot a blue bonnet, his new fuit of cloaths, 
And a cloak that did reach to his knee. 
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She got on her holiday kirtle and gown, 
They were all of a Lincoln green ; 

The cloth was home-fpun,, but for colour and make 
It might have befeem’d our queen. 


‘And then Robin got on his bafket-hilt fword, 
And his dagger on the other fide ; 


And faid, My. dear mother, let’s hafte to be gone, 
We have forty long miles to ride. 


When Robin was mounted on his gelding fo grey, 
Fis father, without any trouble, 
bet her up behind him, and bid her not fear, 


For his gelding had oft carried d@tble. 


And drank and fheok hands with them all; 


orm! 


Vill they *lighted at Gamewell-hall. 


— 


OLD 


And.now you may think the right worfhipful *fquire 
Was joyful his fifter to tee ; 
for he kifs’d her, and kifs’d her, and {wore a great oath, 


Thou art welcome, kind fifter, to me. 


The morrow, when mafs had been {aid at the chapel, 
Six tables were covered in the hall : 

And in comes the *fquire, and makes a fhort {peech ; 
It was, Gavidtedion’ you’re welcome all. | 


But not 2 man here fhall tafte my March beer, 
Till a Chriftmas carol he does fing; 
Thenallclapp’dthe ‘its nds, and 1 they th routed and fungs 
Till the hall and the parlour did ring. 


Now muftard and brawn, roaft beef and plumb pies, 


> 
And’ no iis George G amewell faid, Eat and be merry, 


= 7 
And drink too as long as you’re able, 


When dinner was ended, his chaplain { faid grace ; 
And be merry, my friends, faid the ’fquire ; 
it blows; but call for more ale, 


na Tax; ¢ ™ } 
And lay fome more woc 3d on the fire. 
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When Little John came, to gambols they went, 
Both gentlemen, yeemen, and clowns: 

And what do you think? Why, as true as I live, 
Bold Robin put them all down. 


And now you may think, the right worfhipful *{quire 
Was joyful this fight for to fee ; 

For he faid, Coufin Robin, thou go’ft no more home, 
But tarry and dwell here with me: 


Thou fhalt have my land when I die, and ’till then 
Thou fhalt be the ftaff of my age. 
Then grant me my boon, dear uncle, faid Robin, 


That Little John may be my page. 


And he faid, Kind coufin, I grant thee thy boon ; 
With all my heart, fo let it be. aa 

Then come hither, Little John, faid Robin Hood, 
Come hither, my page, unto me: 


Go fetch me my bow, my longeft bow, 
And broad arrows, one, two, or three; 
For when ’tis fair weather, we’ll into Sheerwood, 


Some merry paftime to fee. 


When Robin Hood came into merry Sheerwood, 
He winded his bugle fo clear ; 


And twice five and twenty good yeomen and bold 
Before Robin Hood did appear. 
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Where are your companions all? faid: Robin Hood ; 
For full Citeok forty and three. 

Then faid a bold yeoman, Lo, yonder they ftand, 
All under a green-wood tree. 


As that word was fpoke, Clorinda came by, 
‘Fhe queen of the fhepherds was fhe ; 
And her gown was of velvet as green as the grafs, 
And her bufkin did reach to her knee: 


Her ga uit it was graceful, her body was ftraight, 
And her countenance it was free from pride ; 

A bow in her hand, and a quiver of arrows 
Hung dangling down by her fweet fide. 


Her eye-brows were black, ay, and fo was her hair, 
And her {kin was as {mooth as glafs ; 
Her yifage fpoke wifdom and modefty too 

Sets with Robin Hood fuch a lafs! 


we 


Says Robin Hood, Fair lady, whither away ? 
O whither, fair lady, away? 
And fhe made him anfwer, To kill a fat buck ; 
For to-morrow is Titbury-day. 


Said Robin Hood, Lady fair, will you waader with me 
A little to yonder green bower ; 

There fit down to reft you, sinpadiaal fh all be fre 

Ofabrace, or a leafh, in an hour 
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And as we were going 
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R 
‘'wo hundred oor bucks we aH bit ; 
She chofe out the fatteft thz 

And fhe fhot him a fide and fide. 


owards the ereen bower, 
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By the faith of my body, faid bold Robin Hood, 
I never faw woman like thee ; 

And com’ft thou from eaft, or com’ thou from wet, 
Thou need’ft not beg ven’fon of me. 


However, along te my bower you fhall go, 
And tafte of a forefter’s meat ; 

And when we come thither, we found as good cheer, 
As any man needs for to eat. 


For there was hot ven’fon, and warden pies cold, 
Cream clouted, and honey-combs plenty ; 

And the fervitors they were, befides Little John, 
Good yeomen at leaft four and twenty. 


Clorinda faid, Tell me your name, gentle fir; 
And he faid, ’Tis bol d Robin Hood ; 

*Squire Gamewell’s my uncle, but alf’my delight 
Is to dwell in the merry Sheerwood ; 


For ’tis a fine life, and ’tis void of al? frrife. 

So ’tis, fir, Clorinda reply’d. 
Sut oh! fatd bold Robin, how fweet would it be; 
If Clorinda would be my bride! 
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She blufh’d at the motion ; yet after a paufe, 
Said, Yes, fir, and with all my heart: 
hen let us fend for a prieft, {aid Robin Hood, 


And be married before we do part. 


But fhe faid,; It may not be fo, gentle fir, 
For I muft be at Titbury feat ; 

And if Robin Hood will go thither with me, 
lll make him the moft welcome guetft. 


Said Robin Hood, Reach me that buck, Little John, 
For Vl go along with my dear ; 

And bid my yeomen kill fix brace of bucks, 
And meet me to-morrow juft here. 


Before he had ridden five Staffordfhire miles, 
Bight yeomen that were too bold, 
qT_ 


Bid bold. Robin Hood ftand, and deliver. his buck ¢ 


A truer tale never was told. 


{ will not, faith, faid, bold Robin: Come, John, 
Stand by me, and we’ll beat them all. 
Then. both: drew their fwords, and fo cut ’em an@ 
flafh’d ’em, 
m 


That five of the eight did fal 
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This battle was fought near Titbury town, 
When the bag-pipes baited the bull: 

I’m the king of the fidlers, and I fwear ’tis a truth ; 
And I call him that doubts it, a gull ; 


For I faw them fighting, and fidled the while ; 
And Clorinda fung, ** Hey derry down! 
he bumkins are beaten ; put up thy fword, Bob; 


ey ist 
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«<< And now let’s dance into the town”? 


Before we came in we heard a great fhouting, 
And all that were in it look’d madly ; 

For fome were a bull-back, fome dancing a morrice, 
And fome finging Arthur a-Bradley : 


And there we faw Thomas, our juftice’s clerk, 
And Mary, to whom he was kind ; 
For Tom rode before her, and call’d Mary, madam, 
And kifs’d her full fweetly behind ; 


And fo may your worfhips. But we went to dinner, 
With Thomas and Mary, and Nan; 

They all drank a health to Clorinda, ‘and told her 
Bold Robin Hood was a fine man. 


When dinner was ended, fir Roger the parfon 
Of Dubbridge was fent. for in hafte; 

He brought his mafs-book, and bid them take hands, 
And he join’d them in marriage full fatt. | 
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And then as bold Robin Hood and his {weet bride 
Went hand in hand unto the green bower, 

The birds fung with pleafure in merry Sheerwood, 
And it was a moft joyful hour. 


And when Robin came in fight of the bower, 
Where are my yeomen ? faid he: 

And Little John anfwer’d, Lo, yonder they fland, 
All under a green-wood tree. 


Then a garland they brought her by two and by two, 
And placed it on the bride’s head: 

The mufic ftruck up, and we-all fell to dancing, 
*Till the bride and the groom. were a-bed. 


And what they did there muft be counfel to me, 
Becaufe they lay long the next day ; 

And I made hafte home ; but I got a good piece 
Of bride-cake, and fo came away. 


Now: out, alas! I had forgotten to tell ye, 
That married they were with a ring ; 


And fo will Nan Knight, or be bury’d a maiden ; 
And now let us pray for the king, 


That he may get children, and they may get more, 
To govern and do us fome good ; 

Then I?ll make ballads in Robin Hood’s bower, 

And fing them in merry Sheerwood. 
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Robin Hood’s progrefs to Nottingham, in which he 
flew fifteen forefters. 


i H R CBIN HOOD was a tall young man, 
im ! ;as Derry, derry down, 
And Robin Hood was a proper young man, 
Of courage ftout and bold. 
Hey down, derry, derry down. 


Robin Hood went unto fair Nottingham, 
With the general for to dine ; | 

There was he aware of fifteen forefters 
Drinking beer, ale, and wine. 


What news ? what news? faid bold Robin Hood, 
What news fain would’ft thou know? 
Our king has provided a fhooting match, 
| And I’m ready with my bow. 


We hold itin fcorn, faid the fifteen forefters, 
That ever.a boy fo young 
| Should: bear’a bow before our king, 
That’s not able to draw one firing: 
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Pll hold you twenty marks, faid bold Robin Hood, 
By the leave of our lady, 

That I'll hit the mark an hundred rod, 
And I?ll caufe a hart to die. 


We'll hold you twenty marks then, faid the forefters, 
By the leave of our lady, 

Thou hit not the mark an hundred rod, 
Nor caufe the hart to die. 


Robin Hood he bent up a noble good bow, 
And a broad arrow he let, fly : 

He hit the mark an hundred rod, 
And caufed a hart to die. 


Some fay he broke ribs one or two, 
And fome fay he broke three ; 

The arrow in the hart would not abide, - 
But glanc’d in two or three. 


The hart did fkip, and the hart did leap, 
And the hart lay on the ground. 

The wager is mine, faid Robin Hood, 
If it were for a thoufand pounds, 


The wager is none of thine, faid the forefters, 
Altho’ thou be’it in hatte, 

‘Take up thy bow, and get thee hence, 
Leaft we thy fides fhould bafte. 
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Robin Hood took up his noble good bow, 
And his broad arrows all amain ; 

And Robin, being pleas’d, began for to fmile 
As he went over the plain. 


Then Robin he bent his noble good bow, 
And his broad arrows he let fly, 

Till fourteen of the fifteen forefters 
Upon the ground did lie. 


He that did the quarrel firft begin, 


Went tripping over the plain: 
But Robin Hood bent his noble good bow: 


And fetch’d him back again. 


You faid, I was no archer, faid Robin Hood, 


But fay fo now again ; 
With that he fent another arrow after him, 
Which fplit his head in twain. 


You have found me amarcher, fays bold Robin Hood, 
Which will make your wives to wring, 

And with you had never faid the word, 
That I could not have drawn one ftring. . 


The people that did live in fair Nottingham,’ 
Came running out amain, - . 

Suppofing to have taken bold Robin Hood, 
With the forefters that were flain. 
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Some loft legs, and fome lof& arms, 
And fome did lofe their blood : 

But Robin he took up his noble good bow, 
And is gone to the merry green wood. 


They carried their forefters to fair Nottinghamy. 
As many there did know ; 

They digg’d them graves in their church-yard, 
And they bury’d.them all on.a.row. 


XVIII. 
Robin Hood and the jolly Pinder of Wakefield. 


WN Wakefield there lives a jolly pinder, 
In Wakefield all on the green, 
In Wakefield all on the green : 

There is neither knight nor *{quire, faid the pinder 
Nor baron fo bold, 
Nor baron fo bold, 

Dare make a trefpafs to the town of Wakefield, 
But his pledge goes to the pinfold, 
But his pledge goes to the pinfold. 
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i | All this he heard- three witty young men, 

i Twas Robin Hood, Scarlet, and Johns; 

Hl With that they efpy’d the jolly pinder . 

i As he fat under a thorn. 

LH | Now turn again, now turn again, faid the pinder ; 
For a wrong way you have gone; 


a For you have forfaken the king’s highway, 

an And made a path’ over the corn. 

ot O that were a fhame, faid jolly Robin ; 

ia We being three, and thou but one. 

, The pinder leap’d back then thirty good foot, 
*Twas thirty good foot and one. 


He lean’d his back faft to a thorn, 
And his foot againft a ftone ; 

And there he fought a long fummer’s day, 
And a fummer’s day fo long, 

T31) that their fwords in their broad bucklers 
Were broken faft in their hands. 


Hold thy hand, hold thy hand, faid bold Robin Hood, 
And my merry men every one ; 
For this is one of the beit pinders 
That ever I try’d with a fword, 
And wilt thou now. forfake, thy pinder’s craft, 
And live in the green wood with mez 
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At Michaelmas next my covenant come out, 
When every man gathers his fee ; 

Then Vll take my blue blade in my hand, 
And plod to the green wood with thee. 
Ha’ft either meat or drink, faid Robin Hood, 

For my merry men and me? 


I have both bread and beef, faid the pinder, 
And good ale of the bef. 

And that’s good meat enough, faid Robin Hood, 
For fuch unbidden guefts. 

O wilt thou forfake thy pinder’s craft, 
And go to the green wood with me? 


Thou fhalt have a livery twice in the year, 
The one green, and the other brown. 
If Michaelmas once was come and gone, 
And my mafter had paid me my fee, 

Then would I fet as little by him, 
As my mafter doth by me. 


Ks 
ROBIN HOOD-AND THE BISHOP, 


OME, gentlemen all, and liften a-while, 
With a hey down, down, and a down, 
And a ftory to you [Il unfold ; 
Vl tell you how Robin Hood ferved the yee £ 
When he robbed iim of his gold. 


As it fell out on a fun-fhining day, 
When Pheebus was in his prime, 
Bold Robin Hood, that archer good, 
In mirth would fpend fome time. 


And as he walked 'the foreft along, 
Some paftime for to fpy, 

There he was aware of a proud bifhop, 
And of all his company. 


O what fhall I do, faid Robin Hood then, 
If the bifhop he doth take me? 

No mercy he’ll fhew unto me, I know: 

mnenetsre away I’ll flee. 
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Then Robin was ftout, and turn’d him about, 
And a little houfe there he did {py ; 

And to an old wife, to fpare his life, 
He aloud began to cry. 


Why, who art thou? faid the.old woman, 
Come tell to me for good. 

Tam an outlaw, as many do know ; 
My name, it is Robin Hood. 


And: yonder’s the bifhop and all his men : 
And if that I taken be, 

‘Then day and night he’ll work my fpite, 
And hanged I fhall be. 


If thou be Robin Hood, faid the old woman, 
As thou doft feem to be, 

Vl for thee provide, thy perfon hide 
From the bifhop and his company. 


For I remember one Saturday night, 
Thou brought’ft me both fhoes and hofe ; 
Therefore P’ll provide thy perfon to hide, 
And keep thee from thy foes. 


Then give me foon my coat of grey, 
And take thou my mantle of green : 

Thy f{pindle of twine unto me refign, 
And take thou my arrows fo keen. 
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And when Robin Hood was thus array’d, 
He went ftrait to his company, 

With his fpindle and twine he oft looks behind 
For the bifhop and his company. 


O who is yonder, quoth Little John, 
That now comes over the lee? 

An arrow at her I will let fly, 
So like an old witch looks fhe. 


Hold thy hand, hold thy hand, faid Robin Hood, then, 
And fhoot not thy arrows fo keen: 

Iam Robin Hood, thy matter good, 
As quickly fhall be feen. 


The bifhop he came to the old woman’s houfe, 
And called with a furious mood, 

Come let me fee, and bring unto me 
That traytor Robin Hood, 


The old woman fhe fet on a milk- 
Himfelf on a dapple grey ; 

And for joy he had got Robin Hood, 
He went laughing afl the way. 


white fteed, 


But as they were riding the foreft along, 
The bifhop he chanc’d for to fee 

A hundred brave bowmen, ftout and bold, 

Stand under the green-wood tree. 
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© who is yonder, the bifhop then faid, 

_ That’s ranging within yonder wood? 

Marry, fays the old woman, I think it be 
A man called Robin Hood. 


Why, who art thou, the bifhop he faid, 
Which I have here with me? 

Why I am a woman, thou cuckoldly bifhop 3 
Lift up my leg, and fee. » 


Then woe is me, the bifhop he faid, 
That ever 1 faw this day! 

He turn’d him about ; but Robin Hood ftout 
Call’d to him, and bid him ftay. 


Then Robin took hold on the bifhop’s horfe, 
And tied him faft to a tree 5 

Then Little John fmil’d his mafter upon, 
For joy of his company. 


Robin Hood took his mantle from his back, 
And fpread it upon the ground, 

And out of the bifhop’s portmantua he 
Soon told five hundred pound, 


Now let him go, faid Robin Hood: 

aid Little John, That muft not be ; 
For I vow and proteft he fhall fing us a mafs, 
Before that he goes from me. 
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Then Robin Hoad took the bifhop, by. the hand, 
a And bound him fat to a tree, 

| And made him fing a mafs, God wot, 
a To him and his yeomandree. 


« | And then they brought him through the wood, 
Hi And fet him on his dapple grey, 

i And gave him the| tail within, his hand, 

om And/bid him for Robin Hood pray. 


st 
ROBIN HOOD AND THE BUTCHER. 


OME, all you brave gallants, and liften a while, 
With a hey down, down, and: 4. down, 
That are this bower within: 
For of bold Robin Hood, that archer good, 
A fong I intend to fing. 


Upon a time it chanced fo, 
Bold Robin in the foreft did ’{py 
A jolly butcher with a fine mare, 
With his flefh to the market did hye: 
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Good morrow, good fellow,. faid jolly Robin, 
What food haf thou? tell unto me; 

Thy trade to me tell, and where thou doft dwell, 
For I like well thy company. 


The butcher he anfwer’d jolly Robin, 
No matter where I dwell; 

For a butcher I am, and to Nottingham 
Iam going my fleth to fell. 


What’s the price of thy flefh? faid jolly Robin, 
Come tell it unto me; 

And the price of thy mare, be fhe ever fo dear, 
For a butcher I fain would be. 


The price of my'flefh, the butcher reply’d, 
I foon will tell unto thee ; 

With my bonny mare, and they are not too dear, 
Four marks thou muft give unto me, 


Four marks I will give thee, faid jolly Robin, 
Four marks it fhall be thy fee ; 

The money come count, and let me mount, 
For a butcher I fain would be. 


Now Robin he is to Nottingham gone, 
His butcher’s trade to begin 5 

With a good intent to the fheriff he went, 
And there he took up his inn. 


When 
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a When other butchers did open their fhops, 
Bold Robin he then begun ; 

But how for to fell he knew not well, 
For a butcher he was but young. 


y When the other butchers no meat could fell, 
| a i Robin he got both gold: and fee ; 

| | For he fold more meat for one penny 

i Than others could do for three. 


But when he fold his meat fo faft, 
No butcher by him could thrive ; 
For he fold more meat for one penny 


Than others could do for five. 


Which made the butchers of Nottingham 
| To ftudy as they did ftand, | | 
. Saying, Surely he was fome prodigal, 
That had fold his father’s land. * 


The butchers ftepp’d up to jolly Robin, 
Acquainted with him to be: 

Come, brother, one faid, we be all of one trade; 
Come, will you go dine with me? 


Accurs’d be his heart, faid jolly Robin, 
That a butcher will deny; 

I will go with you, my brethren true, 

As faft as I can hie. 
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But when they. to: the fheriff’s houfe came, 
To dinner they \hied apace ; 

And Robin Hood he the man muft be 
Before them all to fay grace. 


Pray God blefs us all, faid jolly Robin, 
And our meat within this place ; 

A cup of fack fo good will nourifh our blood, 
‘And fo I end my grace. 


Come fill us more wine, faid jolly Robin, 
Let’s be merry while we flay 5 

For wine and good chear, be it ever fo dear, 
I vow I the reck’ning will pay. 


Come, brothers, be merry, {aid jolly Robin, 
Let’s drink, and ne’er give 0’er ; | 

For the fhot I will pay, ere 1 go my way, 
If it cofts me five pounds, or more. 


This isa mad blade, the butchers then faid, 
Says the theriff, he’s fome prodigal, 

That fome land has fold for filver and gold, 
And now he doth mean to fpend all. 


Haft thou any horned beafts, faid the theriff, 
Good fellow, to fell to me? 

Yes, that Lhave, good matter fheriff, 

I have hundreds two or three, 
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And a hundred acres of good free land, 
If you pleafe it for to fee; 

And Ill make you as good affuranée. of: it; | 
As ever my father did. me. 


The therif he faddled his good palfrey; 
And took three hundred pounds in gold; 
And away he went with Robin Hood, 
His horned beafts to behold. 


Away then the fheriff and Robin did ride 
To the foreft of merry Sheerwood : 

‘Then the fheriff did fay, God preferve us this day 
From a man they call Robin Hood. 


But when a little farther they, came, 
Bold Robin he chanc’d to ’fpy 

An hundred head of good fat deer 
Come tripping the fheriff full nigh. 


How like you my horned beafts, good mafter theriff ? 
They be fat and fair to fee. 

{ tell thee, good fellow, I would I were gone, 
For I like not thy company. 


Then Robin fet his horn to his mouth, 

And blew out blafts three ; . 
Then quickly anon there came Little John; 
And all his company. 
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What is your will, mafter, then faid Little John; 
I pray come tell unto me? 

I have brought hither the fherif of Nottingham 
This day to dine with thee. 


He is welcome to me then, faid Little John ; 
I hope he will honéftly pay: if 

I know he has gold, if it were but well told, | 
Will ferve us to drink a whole day. 


Then Robin took his mantle from his back, 
And laid it upon the ground 5 

And out of the fheriff’s portmanteau he 
Soon told five hundred pound. 
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Then Robin he brought him through the wood, 
_ And fet him on_his dapple grey: 

© have me commended to your wife at home. 
So Robég went laughing away. 
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ROBIN HOOD AND THE TANNER, 


N Nottingham there lived a jolly tanner, 
With a hey down, down, and a down, 
His name is Arthur-a-Bland ; 
There is never a ’{quire in Nottinghamshire, 
Dare bid bold Arthur to ftand. 


With a long ftaff upon his fhoulder, 
So well he can clear his way 5 

By two and by three he made them to flee, 
For he hath no lift to ftay. . 

And as he went forth, one f{ummer’s mornings 
Into the foreft. of merry Sheerwood, 

To view the red deer, that run here and theres 
There he met bold Robin Hood. 


As foon as bold Robin did him efpy, 

He thought the fame fport would make $ 
Therefore out of hand he bid him to ftand, 
And thus unto him he fpake. 
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Why, who. art thon, thou bold fellow, 
That rangeft fo boldly here? | 

In footh, to be brief, thou look’ft like a thicf, 
That comes to fteal our king’s deer : 


For I am a keeper in this forck ; 
The king puts me in truft 

To look to the deer, that runs here and there ; 
Therefore ftop thee I mutt. 


If thou be’ft a keeper in this forett, 
And haft fuch a great command, 

Yet you muft have more partakers in ftore, 
Before you make me to fland. 


No, I have no more partakers in ftore, 
Or any that I do need ; 

But I have a ftaff of another oak craft, 
T know it will do the deed. 


For thy fword and thy bow I care not a flraw, 
Nor all thy arrows to boot: 

If thou get’ft a knock upon thy bare fcop, 
Thou can’ft as well th—t as fhoot. 


Speak cleanly, good fellow, faid jolly Robin, 
And give better terms unto me ; 

Elfe I’ll thee correé&t for thy neglect, 
And make thee more mannerly. 


Von. I. I Marry: 
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Marry gap witha wanton, quoth Arthur-a-Bland, 
i Art thou fuch a goodly man ? 

Wi I care not a fig for thy looking fo big ; 

Mend yourfelf where you can. 


1 iy Then Robin Hood unbuckled his belt, 
ey And laid down his bow fo long: 

ee! He took up a ftaff of another oak craft, 
: i ) That was both ftif and ftrong. 


I yield to thy weapon, faid jolly Robin, 
Since thou wilt not yield to mine: Af 
For I have a ftaff of another craft, / 
Not half a foot longer than thine. 


But let me meafure, faid jolly Robin, 
Before we begin the pray ; 

For I will not have mine to be longer than eae! 
Yor that will be counted foul play. 


I pafs not for length, bold Arthur reply’d, 
My flaff is of oak fo free; 

Fight feet and a balf, it will knock down a calf, 
And I hope it will knock down thee. 


Then Robin could no longer forbear, 

But gave him a very goad knock ; 
But quickly and foon the blood it ran down, 
Before it was ten of the cloek. 
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Then Arthur foon recover’d himfelf, 
And gave him a knock on the crown, 
That from every fide of Robin Hood’s head 
The blood ran trickling down. 


Then Robin Hood raged like a wild boar, 
As foon as he faw his own blood: 

Then Bland was in hafte, he laid on fo faft, 
If he had been cleaving of wood. 


_ And about, and about, and about they went, 


Like two wild boars in a chace, 
Striving to aim each other to maim, 
Leg, arm, or any other place. 


And knock for knack they ‘lufily: dealt, 
Which held for two hours, or more; 

- That all the wood rang at every bang, 

They ply’d their work fo fore. 


Hold thy hand, hold thy hand, faid Robin Hood, 


And let our quarrel fall ; 


For here we may thrafh our bones all to mafh, 


And get no coin at all: 


And in-the foreft of merry Sheerwood 
Hereafter thou fhalt.be free, 


God ha’ mercy for nought ; my freedom I bought ; 
I may thank my good ftaff, and not thee. 
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What tradefman art thou, faid jolly Robin, 
Good fellow, I prithee me fhow? 

And alfo me tell, in what place you dwell ? 
For both of thefe fain would I know. 


1a) Iam atanner, bold Arthur reply’d, 
a In Nottingham long have I wrought ; 

.. And if thow’lt come there, I vow and {wear, 
/ I’ll tan your hide for nought. 


God a-mercy, good fellow, faid jolly Robin, 
Since thou art fo kind and free, 

And if thou wilt tan my hide for nought, 
Vll do as much for thee. 


And if thou wilt forfake thy tanner’s trade, 
To live in green wood with me, | 
My name is Robin Hood, I fwear by the wood, 
T'o give thee both gold and fee. 


If thou be Robin Hood, bold Arthur reply’d, 
As I think well thou art, 
Then here’s my hand, my name’s Arthur-a -Bland, 


We two will never part. 


But tell me, © tell me, where is Little John? 
Of him | fain would hear ; 

For we are ally’d by the mother’s fide, 

And he is my kinfman dear. 
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Then Robin Hood blew on his bugle horn, 
He blew both loud and fhrill ; 

And quick and anon he faw Little John 
Come tripping over the hill. 


O what is the matter? then faid Little John, 
Matter, I pray you tell ; 

Why do you ftand with your ftaff in your hand ? 
1 fear all is not well. 


O man, I do ftand, and he makes me to ftand, 
The tanner that ftands by my fide ; 

He is a bonny blade, and matter of his trade, 
For he has foundly tann’d my hide. 


He is to be commended, then faid Little John, 
If he fuch a feat can do; 

If he be fo ftout, we will have a bout, - 
And he fhall tan my hide too. 


Hold thy hand, hold thy hand, faid Robin Hood ; 
For, as I do underftand, 

He’s a yeoman good of thy own blood, 
For his name is Arthur-a-Bland. 


Then Little John threw his flaff away, 
As far as he could fling, 

And ran out of hand to Arthur-a-Bland, 
And about his neck did cling. 
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Wiih loving refpeét there was no neglect, 
They were neither nice nor coy ; 

Each other did face with a lovely grace, 
nd both did weep for joy. 


hen Robin Hood took them both by the hands, 
And danced about the oak tree; 


or three merry men, and three merry men, 
And three merry men we be; 
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And ever hereafter, as long as we live, 
We three will be as one: 

The wood it thall ring, and the.old wife fing, 
Of Robin Hood, Arthur, and John. 


XXIT. 


ROBIN HOOD AND THE JOLLY TINKER. 


¥ N fummer time, when leaves grow green, 
. And birds fing on every tree, 


Robin Hood went to Nottingham, 
As faft as he could dree. 
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And as he came to Nottingham, 
A tinker he did mect, 

And feeing him a lufty blade, 
He did him kindly greet: 


Where dof thou dwell ? quoth Robin Hood, 
I pray thee now me tell; 

Sad news I hear there is abroad, 
I fear all is not well. 


What is that news? the tinker faid, 
Tell me without delay ; 

I am a tinker by my trade, 
And do live at Banbury. 


As for the news, quoth Robin Hood, 


It is but, as | hear, 
Two tinkers were fet in the ftocks, 


For drinking ale and beer. 


If that be all, the tinker faid, 
As I may fay to you, 

Your news is not worth a fart, 
Since that they all be true, 


For drinking of good ale and beer, 
You will not lofe your part. 

No, by my faith, quoth Robin Hood, 
I love it with all my heart. 
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What news abroad? quoth Robin Hood, 
Tell me what thou doft hear: 

Seeing thou go’ft from. town to town, 
Some news thou need’ft not fear. 


All the news I have, the tinker faid, 
I hear itis for good ; 

It is to feek a bold outlaw, 
Which they call Robin Hood. 


I have a warrant from the king 
To take him where I can; 
If you can tell me where he is, 

I will make you a man, 


The king would give an hundred pounds, 
That he could but him fee: 

And if we can but now him get, 
It will ferve thee and me. 


Let me fee the warrant, faid’ Robin° Hood; | 
I will fee if it be right, 

And I will do the bef FE car 
For to take him this night. 


That will I not, the tinker faid, 
None with it will I trut ; } 


And where he is if you’!I not tell, 
Take him by force I mutt. 
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But Robin Hood perceiving well 
How then the game would go, 

If you would go to Nottingham, 
We fhall find him, I know. 


A crab-tree ftaff the tinker had, 
Which was both good and ftrong ; 

Robin he had a good ftrong blade; 
So they went both along ; 


And when they came to Nottingham, 
There they took up their inn ; 

And they called for ale and wine, 
To drink it was no fin. 


But ale and wine they drank fo fat, 
That the tinker he forgot 

What thing he was about to do: 
It fell fo to his lot, 


That, while the tinker fell afleep, 
Robin made hafte away, 

And left the tinker in the lurch, 
For the great fhot to pay. 


But when the tinker did awake, 
And faw that he was gone, 
He called out then for the hoft, 
And thus he made his moan ; 
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I had a warrant from the king, 
‘Which might have done me good ; 
This is to feek a bold outlaw, 
Some call him Robin Hood : 


But now the warrant and money is gone, 
Nothing I have to pay; , 

And he that promifed to be my friend, 
Is gone and fled away. 


‘That friend, you fpeak of, faid the hoft, 
‘They call him Robin Hood ; 

And when that he firk met with you, 
He meant you little good. 


Had I but known it had been he, 
When that I had him here, 

The one of us fhould have try’d our might, 
Which fhould have paid firll dear. 
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In the mean time I will away, 
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No longer here PI abide ; 
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But one thing I would oladly know,’ 
What here ] have to pay: 
‘Ten fhillings juft, then faid the hoft. 


Vl pay you without delay ; 
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Or elfe take here my working bag, 
And my good hammer too ; 
And if I light but on the knave, 
I will then foon pay you. 


The only way, then faid the hoft, 
And not to ftand in fear, 

Is to feek him among the parks, 
Killing of the king’s deer. 


The tinker he then went with fpeed, 
And made then no delay, 
Tull he had found bold Robin Hood, 


"That they might have a fray. 


At laft he ’fpy’d him in a park, 
Hunting then of the deer. 

What knave is that, quoth Robin Hood, 
That doth come me fo near? 

No Enave, no knave, the tinker faid, 
And that you foon fhall know ; 

Whether of us has done any wrong, 
My crab-tree ftaif thall fhow. 

Then Robin drew his gallant blade, 
Made then of trufty fteel : 

But the tinker he laid on fo faft, 


‘That he made Robin reel. 
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Then Robin’s anger did arife ; 
He fought right manfully, 
Until he had made the tinker 

Then almoft fit to fly. 


With that they lay’d about again, 
And ply’d their weapons faft ; 

The tinker thrafh’d his bones fo fore, 
That he made him yield at laft. 


A boon, a boon, then Robin cry’d,; 
If thou will grant it me: 

Before I doit, the tinker faid, 
I’ll hang thee on this tree. 


But the tinker looking him about, 
Robin his horn did blow : 

Then came unto him Little John, 
And Will Scarlet alfo. 


What is the matter? quoth Little John ; 
You fit on the highway fide : 
Here is a tinker that flands by, 


That hath well paid my hide. 


What tinker then? faid Little John, 
Fain that blade would I fee ; 

And I would try what I can do, 

If he’ll do as ‘much for me. 
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But Robin then he wifh’d them both 
They would the quarrel ceafe, 

That henceforth we may be as one, 
And ever live in peace. 


And for the jovial tinker’s part, 
A hundred pounds I give 

In a year to maintain him on, 
As long as he doth live. 


In manhood he is a mettled man, 
And a metal man by trade ; 

Never thought I that any man 
Should have made me fo afraid. 


And if he will be one of us, 
We will take all one fare, 


And whatfoever we do get, 
He fhall have his full fhare. 


So the tinker he was content 
With them to go along, 

And with them a part to take : 
And fo I end my fong. — 


XXUI. 


PRAT TY 


ROBIN HOOD AND ALLEN-A-DALE. 


OME liften to me, you gallants fo free, 
All you that love mirth for to hear, 
And I will tell you of a bold outlaw, ‘ 
That lived in Nottinghamfhire. 


As Robin Hood in the foreft ftood, 
All under the green-wood tree, 

There was he aware of a brave young man, 
As fine as fine could be. 


The youngfter was cloathed in fcarlet red, 
In fearlet fine and gay ; 

And he did frifk it over the plain, 
And chaunted a round-de-lay. 


As Robin Hood next morning ftood 
Amongtt the leaves fo gay, 

tee ee 

Uhere did *{py the fame-young man 

Come drooping along the way: 
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The f{carlet he wore the day before, 

It was clean caft away ; 
Andat every flep he fetch’d a-igh, 

Alack and a-well-a-day! 


Then ftep’d forth brave Little John, 
And Midge the miller’s fon, 

Which made the young man bend his bow, 
When as he fee them come. 


Stand off, ftand off, the young man faid, 
What is your will with me? 

You mutft come before our mafter ftrait, 
Under yon green-wood tree. 


And when he came bold Robin before, 
Robin afk’d him courteoully, 

O, haft thou any money to fpare 
For my merry men and me? 


I have no money, the young man faid, 
But five fhillings and a ring ; 

And that I have kept this feven long years, 
To have it at my wedding. 


Yefterday I fhould have married a maid, 
But fhe foon from me was ta’en, 

And chofen to be an old knight’s delig 
Whereby my poor heart is flain. 


What 
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What is thy name? then faid Robin Hood, 
Come:tell me without any fail. 

By the faith of my body, then faid the young man, 
My name it is Allen-a-Dale. 


What wilt thou give me, faid Robin Hood, 
In ready gold, or fee, 

To help thee to thy true love again, 
And deliver her up to thee? 


I have no money, then quoth the young man, 
No ready gold or fee ; 

But I will fwear upon a book, 
Thy true fervant to be. 


How many miles is it to thy true love ? 
Come tell me without any guile. 

By the faith of my body, then faid the young man, 
Tt is but five little miles. . 


Then Robin he hafted over the plain, 
He did neither ftint or lint, 
Until he came unto the church 
Where Allen fhould keep his wedding. 


What haft thou here, the bifhop then faid, 
E prithee now tell unto me? 

T am a bold harper, quoth Robin Hood, 

And the bef in the north country. 
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© welcome, O welcome, the bifhop then faid ; 
That mufic beft pleafeth me. 

You fhall have no mufic, quoth Robin Hood, 
Till the bride and the bridegroom I fee. 


With that came in a wealthy knight, 
Which was both grave and old ; 
And after him a finikin lafs 
Did fhine like the glittering gold. 


This is not a fit match, quoth bold Robin Hood, 
That you do feem to make here ; 
For fince we are come unto the church, 


’ The bride fhall chufe her own dear. 


Then Robin Hood put his horn to his mouth, 
And blew out blaits two or three: 

‘Then four and twenty bowmen bold 
Came leaping over the lee ; 


And when they came into the church- yard, 
Marching all on a row, 

The firft man was Allen-a-Dale, 
To give bold Robin his bow. 


This is thy true love, Robin he faid, 
Young Allen, as I hear fay ; 

And you fhall be marry’d at the fame time, 
Before we depart away. 
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That fhall not be, the bifhop he faid, 
For thy word fhall not ftand ; 

"They fhall be three times afk’d in the church, 
As the law is of our land. 


Robin Hood pull’d off the bifhop’s coat, 
And put it upon Little John: 

By the faith of my body, then Robin he faid, 
This cloth doth make thee a man. 


When Little John went to the. choir, 
The people began to laugh ; 

He afk’d them feven times in the church, 
Leaft three times fhould not be enough. 


Who gives this maid? faid Little John. 
Quoth Robin Hood, That dol; 

And he that takes her from Allen-a-Dale, 
Full dearly fhall her buy. 


And thus having ended this merry wedding, 
The bride the look’d like a queen ; 

And fo they return’d to the merry green wood, 

Amongft the leaves fo green, 
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XXIV. 
ROBIN HOOD AND THE SHEPHERD, 


yas L gentlemen, and yeomen good, 


I wifh you to draw near ; 
For a ftory of bold Robin Hood 
Unto you I will declare. 


As Robin Hood walked the foreft along, 
Some patftime for to fpy, 

There he was aware of a jolly fhepherd, 
That on the ground did lie. | 


Arife, arife, faid jolly Robin, 
And now come let me fee 

What’s in thy bag and bottle, I fay? 
Come tell it unto me. 


What’s that to thee, thou proud fellow? 
Tell me as I do ftand ; 

What haft thou to do with my bottle and bag ? 
Let me fee thy command. 
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My fword, that hangeth by my fide, 
Is my command, I know ; 

Come let me tafte of thy bottle, 
Or it may breed thee woe. 


The devil a drop, thou proud fellow, 
Of my bottle thou fhalt fee, 

Until thy valour here be try’d, 
Whether thou ’lt fight or flee. 


What fhall we fight for? faid Robin Hood,, 
Come tell it unto me; 

Here’s twenty pounds in good red gold, 
Win it and take it thee. 


The fhepherd ftood all in amaze, 
And knew not what to fay ; 

I have no money, thou proud fellow, 
But bag and bottle I will lay. 


I am content, thou fhepherd fwain, 
Fling them down on the ground s. 

But it will breed thee mickle pain, 
To win my twenty pound. 


Come draw thy fword, thou proud fellow,, 
That ftandeft too long to prate 5 

This hook of mine fhall let thee know, 

A coward I do hate. 
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So they fell to it full hard and fore, 
It was on a fummer’s day, 
From ten to four in the afternoon 


The fhepherd held him in play. 


Robin’s buckler prov’d his chief defence, 
And fav’a him many a bang ; 

For every blow the fhepherd ftruck 
Made Robin’s {word cry twang: 


Many a fturdy blow the fhepherd gave, 
And that bold Robin found, 

*Till the blood ran trickling from his head, 
Then he fell to the ground. 


Arife, arife, thou proud fellow, 
And thou fhalt have fair play, 

If thou wilt yield before thou go, 
That I have won the day. 


A boon, a boon, cry’d bold Robin ; 
If that a man thou be, ¢ 

Then let methave my bugle horn, 
And blow out blafts but three. 


Then faid the fhepherd to bold Robin, 
To that I will agree ; 


For if thou fhould’ft blow till to-morrow morn, 


I fcorn one foot to flee. 
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Then Robin he fet his horn to his mouth, 
And he blew with might and main, 
Until he ’fpied Little John 
Come tripping over the plain. 


Who is yonder, thou proud fellow, 
That comes down yonder hill? 

Yonder is John, bold Robin Hood’s man, 
Shall fight with thee thy fill. 


What is the matter? faid Little John, 
Matter, come tell unto me: 

My cafe is fad, faid Robin Hood, 
For the thepherd hath conquer’d me, 


Iam glad of that, cries Little John; 
Shepherd, turn thou to me ; 

For a bout with thee I mean to have, 
Either come fight or flee, 


With all my heart, thou proud fellow ; 
For it fhall never be faid, 

That a fhepherd’s hook at thy fturdy look 
Will one jot be difmay’d. 


So they fell to it full hard and fore, 
Striving for victory. 

I will know, fays John, ere we give o’er, 

Whether thou wilt fight or flee. 


"The fhepherd gave John a flurdy blow 
With the hook under his chin: 

Defhrew thy heart, faid Little John, 
Thou bafely dof begin. 


Nay, that is nothing, faid the fhepherd ; 
Either yield to me the day, 

Or I will bang thee back and fides 
Before thou goeft thy way. 


What doft thou think, thou proud fellow, 
That thou can’ft conquer me? 

Nay, thou fhalt know, before I go, 
I'll fight before [’ll flee. 


Again the fhepherd laid on him, 
The fhepherd he begun: 

Hold thy hand, cry’d jolly Robin ;- 
I will yield the wager won. 


With all my heart, faid Little John, 
To that I will agree ; 

For he is the flower of fhepherd fwains, 
The like I ne’er did fee. 


Thus have you heard of Robin Hood, 
Alfo of Little John ; 

How-a fhepherd fwain did conquer them, 
The like was never known. 
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XXV. 


The famous battle between Robin Hood and the curtal 
fryar, near Fountain-Dale. 


Tt fummer time, when leaves grow green, 
And flowers are frefh and gay, 

Robin Hood and his merry men 
Were all difpos’d to play. 


Then fome would leap, and fome would run, 
And fome would ufe artillery ; 

Which of you can a good bow draw, 
A good archer to be? 


Which of you can kill a buck; 
Or, who can kill a doe? 


_ Or who can kill a hart of Greece 


Five hundred foot him fro’ ? 


Will. Scarlet, he did kill a buck, 

And Midge he did kill a doe; 
And Little John kill’d a hart of Greece 
Five hundred foot him fro’, 
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God’s bleffing on thy heart, faid Robin Heod, - 
That fhot fuch a fhot for me ; Me 

I would ride my horfe an hundred miles, | 
To find one could match thee, 


That caufed Will. Scarlet to laugh, 
He laughed full heartily : 

There lives a friar in Fountain-abbey 
Will beat both him and thee. 


The curtal fryar in Fountain-abbey 
Well can a ftrong bow draw ; 
He will beat you and your yeomen, 

Set them all on a row. 


Robin Hood took a folemn oath, 
It was by Mary free, 

That he would neither eat nor drink. 
Till the fryar he did fee. 


Robin Hood put on his harnefs good, 
And on his head a cap of fleel, 
Broad fword and buckler by his fide ; 


And they became him weel. 


He took his bow into his hand, 
It was of a trufty tree, 

With a fheaf of arrows by his fide, 

And to Fountain-dale went he. 
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And coming to fair Fountain-dale, 


= 


No farther would he ride ; 


‘There he was aware of a curtal fryar 


Walking by the water-fide, 


The fryar had on a harnefs good, 
And on his head a cap of fteel, 

Broad {word and babiien by his fide ; 
And they became him weel, 


Robin Hood lighted from off his horfe, 
And tied RGA to a torn; 

Carry me over rai water, thou curtal fryar, 
Or elfe thy life’s forlorn, 


The fryar took Robin Hood on his back, 
Deep water he did betide, 
And neither fpoke good word nor bad, 


?'Till he came on the other fide. 


Lightly flept Robin ed the fryar’s back : 
‘The fryar faid to him again, 

Carry me over ye water, thou fine fellow, 
Or it will breed thy pain. 


Robin Hood took the fryar on his ‘back, 
water he did betide, 
And fpoke neither good word nor bad, 
Ao es, 1 es he) 
he came on the other fide. 
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Lightly leapt the fryar off Robin Hood’s back : 
Bold Robin faid to him again, 
Carry me over the water, thou curtal fryar, 


Or it thall breed thee pain. 


The fryar took Robin on his back again, 
And ftept up to his knee ; 

And ’till he came to the middle ftream, 
Neither good nor bad fpoke he: 


And coming to the middle ftream, 
Then he threw Robin in; 

And chufe thee, chufe thee, fine fellow, 
Whether thou wilt fink or fwim. 


Robin Hood fwam to buh of broom, 
The fryar to the willow wand : 

Bold Robin Hood is gone to the fhore, 
And took his bow in his hand. 


One of the bef arrows under his belt 
To the fryar he let fly ; 
The curtal fryat with his fteel buckler 


Did put his atrow by. 


Shoot on, fhoot on, thou fine fellow, 
Shoot as thou haft begun ; 

If thou fhoot here a fummer’s day, 
Thy mark I will not fhun. 


Robin 
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Robin Hood fhot on fo pafling well, : 
Till his arrows all were gone ; 

‘They took their fwords and fteel buckler, 
And fought with might and main, 


From ten o’clock that very day, 
Till four in the afternoon ; 

Then Robin Hood came on his knees, 
Of the fryar to beg a boon, 


ae A boon, a boon, thou curtal fryar, 
I beg it on my knee; 
Give me leave to fet my horn to my mouth, 
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i, And to blow blafts three. 


That I will do, faid-the curtal fryar, 
Of thy blafts I have no doubt; 

I hope thou’It blow fo paffing well, 
°Till both thy eyes drop out. -~ 


Robin Hood fet his vali to his mouth, 
And Bleny out blafts three: 

Half an hundred yeomen, with their bows bent, 
Came ranging over the lee. 

Whofe men are thefe, faid the fryar, 
That come fo haftily ? 

'Thofe are mine, faid Robin Hcod, 
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‘Fryar, what’s that to thee? 
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A boon, a boon, faid the curtal fryar, 
The like I gave to thee ; 

Give me leave to fet my fit to my mouth, 
And to whute whutes three. 


That will I do, faid Robin Hood, 
Or elfe I were to blame ; 
Three whutes in a frya ar’ § itt 


Would make me glad a fain. 


The fryar he fet his fft to his mouth, 
And whuted him whutes three 
Half a hundred good bay dogs 


Came running over the lee. 


Here is for every man a dog, 
And I myfelf for thee: 

Nay, by my faith, faid Robin Hood, 
Fryar, that may not be. 


Two dogs at once to Robin did go, 
The one behind, the other before ; 
Robin Hood’s mantle of Lincoln green 

From of his back they tore. 


And whether his men fhot eaf or weit, 
Or they fhot north or fouth, 

The curtal dogs, fo taught they were, 

They caught the arrows in their mouths. 
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Take up thy dogs, faid Little John, 
Fryar, at my bidding thee. 

Whofe man art thou, faid the curtal fryar; 
Comes here to prate to me? 


Tem Little John, Robin Hood’s man, 
Fryar, I will not lye: 

If thou take not thy dogs anon, 
[ll take them up and thee. 


Little John had a bow in his hand; 
He fhot with might and main : 
Soon half a fcore of the fryar’s dogs 

Laid dead upon the plain. 


Hold thy hand, good fellow, faid thé curtal fryars 
Thy mafter and I will agree, 

And-we will have new orders tak 
With all the hafte that may be. 


Tf thou wilt forfake fair Fountain-dale 


And F RAE. 5 bey free, 
jo is isi, throughout. the year 
noble fhall be thy fee. 


Every funday throughout the year 
Changed fhall thy garment be, 

And if thou wilt go to fair Nottingham, 

And there remain with me. 


OLD 


The curtal fryar had kept Fountain-dale, 
Seven long years, and more: 

There was neither knight, lord, nor earl, 
Could make him yield before. 


XXVI. 


Robin Hood newly reviv’d : or, his meeting and fight- 
ing with his coufin Scarlet. 


OME liften awhile, you gentlemen 
That are his bower within 
For a ftory of gallant Robin Hood 


I propofe now to begin. 


What time of day? guoth Robin Hood: 
Quoth Little John, ’tis in the prime: 
Why then we will to the greenwood gang, 

For we have no victuals to dine. 


As Robin Hood rode the foreft along, 
It was in the midft of the day ; 
There he was aware of a deft young man, 


As ever walk’d on the 
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His doublet was of filk, he faid, 

His ftockings like fcarlet fhone ; 
And bravely he walked along the way, 
~ To Robin Hood then unknown. 


A herd of deer was in the bend, 
All feeding before his face: 

Now the beft of you I’ll have to my dinner, 
And that in a little fpace. 


Now the ftranger he made no mickle ado, 
But he bent a right good bow ; 

And the beft of all the herd he flew, 
Full forty yards him fro’. 


Well thot, well fhot, faid Robin Hood then, 
That fhot it was in time ; : 
And if thou wilt accept of the place, 
Thou fhalt be a bold yeoman of mine. 


Go play the chivan, the flranger then faid, 
Make hafte and quickly go, 

Or with my fift, be fure of this, 

~ Yl give thee buffets flo’. 


a 


Thou had?{t not beft buffet me, quoth Rebin Hood; 


For altho’ I am forlorn, 
Yet I have thofe will take my part, 
If 1 do blow my horn. 
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Thou had’ft-not bef wind thy horn, the ftranger faid, 
Be’ft thou never fo much in hafte, it 
For I can draw a good broad {word,. : . os : | 
And quickly cut the blaft. 


Then Robin Hood bent a very good bow, 
To fhoot, and that he would fain; 

The ftranger he bent a very good bow, 
To fhoot at bold Robin again. 


' Hold thy hand, hold thy hand, quoth Robin Hood, 
To fhoot, it would be in vain ; 
For if we fhoot the one at the other, 
The one of us muft be flain. 


But let’s take our fwords.and our broad bucklers, 
- And gang under yonder tree. . 


As I hope to be fav’d, the ftranger he faid, 
One foot I will not flee. 


Then Robin Hood lent the ftranger a blow, 
>Mott feared him out of his wits: 


Thou never felt blow, the ftranger he faid, 
That fhall be better quits. 


The ftranger then with a good broad fword 
Hit Robin on the crown, | 
That from every hair of bold Robin Hood’s head 
The blood it ran trickling down. | 


Vou, I, L God- 
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God-a-mercy, good fellow, quoth Robin Hood then, 
And for this thou haft done, 

Tell me, good fellow, who thou art, 
Tell me where thou do’ft won. 


The ftranger then anfwer’d bold Robin Hood, 
[’ll tell thee where Ido dwell; 

In Maxfield-town I was born and bred, 
My name is young Gamewell. 


For killing of my father’s fteward, 
Am forc’d to this Englifh wood, 

And for to feek an uncle of mine, 
Some call him Robin Hood. 


But art thou a coufin of Robin Hood then ? 
The fooner we fhall have done: 
As I hope to be fav’d, the ftranger then faid, 


I am his own fifter’s fon. 


But, lord! what kiffing and courting was there, 
When thefe two coufins did meet ! 

And they went all that fummer’s day, 
And Little John did not meet. 


And when they met with Little John, 
He then unto him did fay ; 

© mafter, pray where have you. been, 

You have tarry’d fo long away? 
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T met with a ftranger,, quoth Robin Hood, 
Full fore he hath beaten me ; 
Then ll have a bout with him, quoth Little John, 


And try if he can beat me. 


O no, O no, quoth Robin Hood then, 
Little John, it may not be fo. 5». 

For he is my own dear fifter’s fon, 
And:coufins I have no more. 


But he fhall be a bold yeoman of mine, 
My chief man next to thee 5 

And I Robin Hood, and thou Little John, 
And Scarlet he fhall be. 


- And we'll be three of the braveft outlaws 


That live in the north country. 
If thou wilt hear more of bold Robin Hood, 


In the fecond part it will be. 


Then bold Robin Hood to the north he went, 
With valour and mickle might, 
With fword by his fide, which oft had been try’d, 


To fight, and recover his right. 


The firft that he met was a bonny bold Scot, 
His fervant he faid he would be ; 

No, quoth Robin Hood, it cannot be good, 
For thou wilt prove falfe unto me, 
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Hi Thou haf not been true to fire or cuz, 
nH \ Nay, marry, the Scot he faid, 

iH As true as your heart, [Il never part, 
Good matter, be not afraid. 


Then Robin Hood turned his face to the eaft, 
Fight on, my merry men ftout; 

Our cafe is good, quoth brave Robin Hood, 
And we fhall not be beaten out. 


The battle grew hot on every fide, 
The Scotchmen made great moan ; 

Quoth Jockey, Geud faith, they fight on each fide ; 
Would I were with my wife Joan. 


The enemy compafs’d brave Robin about, 
*'T'is long ere the battle ends ; 

There’s neither will yield, nor give up the field, 
For both are fupply’d with friends. 


This fong it was made in Robin Hood’s days ; 
Let’s pray unto Jove above, 

To give us true peace, that mifchief may ceafe, 
And war may give place unto love. 


XXVII. 
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XX VII. 


Renowned Robin Hood; or, his famous archery truly 
related, in the worthy exploits he performed before 
queen Catherine. 


As feldom hath been feen, 
And carried by bold Robin Hood, 
For a prefent to the queen. 


‘fine ta’en from the king’s harbingers, 


If that I live one year to an end, 
Thus did queen Catherine fay ; 
Bold Robin Hood, I’ll be thy friend, 

And all thy yeomen gay- 


The queen is to her chamber gone, 
As faft as fhe could run; 
She calls unto her lovely page, 
His name was Richard Partington. ! 


Come thou hither to me, thou lovely page, 
Come thou hither to me 5 

For thou muft poft to Nottingham, 
As faft as thou can’ft dree ; 


Is 3 


‘y 
Mh 
a 


- i Sais Me eae a PA, “ikea = = 
am ee Oe ae Rae a i catgceir E <- 


150 OLD BALLADS, 


And as thou go’ft to Nottingham, 
Search every Englifh wood, 
Enquire of one good yeoman or another, 


That can tell thee of bold Robin Hood. 


Sometimes he walk’d, fometimes he ran, 
As faft as he could wer, 

And when he came to Nottingham, 
There he took up his inn. 


He calls for a bottle of Rhenifh wine, 
And drinks a health to the queen, 
Withing he might now {peedily 
Find out jolly Robin. 


There fet a yeoman by his fide, 
Who faid, Sweet page, tell me 
What is thy bufinefs, and thy caufe, 

So far in the north country? 


This is my bufinefs and my caufe, 
Sir, I?ll tell it you for good, 

To enquire of one good yeoman or another, 
To tell me of Robin Hood, 


I'll get my horfe betimes in the morn, 
Be it by the break of day, 

And I will thew thee bold Robin Hood, 

And all his yeomen gay. 
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When that he came to Robin Hood’s place, 


He fell down on his knee, 
‘Queen Catherine fhe does greet you well, 
She greets you, well by me. 


She bids you poft to fair London court, 
Not fearing any thing ; 

For there fhall be a little {port, 
And fhe has fent you her ring. 


Robin Hood took his mantle from his back, 


It was of Lincoln green, 
And fent it by this lovely page, 
For a prefent to the queen. 


In faummer-time, when leaves grow green, 
"Twas a feemly fight to fee, 

How Robin Hood had dreft himfelf | 
And all his yeomandree. 


He cloathed his men in Lincoln green, 
And himfelf in fcarlet red ; 

Black hats, white feathers all alike, 
Now bold Robin Hood is rid. 


And when he came to London court, 
He fell down on his knee. 


Thou art welcome, Lockfley, faid the queen, 


And all thy yeomandree. 
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Come hither, Tepus, faid the king, 
Bow-bearer after me ; 

Come meafure me out with the line, 
How long our mark muft be. 


What is this wager? {aid the queen, 
For that I muit know here; 

Three hundred ton of Rhenith wine, 
Three hundred ton of beer, 


Three hundred of the fatteft hats 
That run on Dallen lee ; 

That’s a princely wager, faid the queen, 
That I muft needs tell -theéé, 


With that befpoke oné Clifton then, . 
Full quickly and full foon, | . 

Meafure no mark for us, moft fovereign liege, 
We will fhoot at fun and-moon. 


Full fifteen fcore your marks fhall be, 
Full fifteen {core fhall ftand : 

Pll lay my bow, faid Clifton then, 
Ill cleave the willow wand. 


With that the king’s archers léd about, 
*Till it was three to one: 

With that the ladies began for to fhont, 

Madam, your game is gone. 
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A boon, aboon, queen Catherine cries, ie 
I crave it on my knee, 4 
Is there ever a knight of your privy council 

On queen Catherine’s fide will be? 


Come hither to me, Sir Robert Lee, 
Thou art a knight full good ; 

For I do know by thy pedigree, 
Thou fprung’ft from Gower’s blood. 


Come hither to me, thou bifhop of Herefordfhire, 


For a noble prieft was he ; 
By my filver mitre, faid the bifhop then, 


I'll not bet one penny. 


The king has archers of his own 
Full ready and full right : 

And thefe be ftrangers every one, 
No man knows what they hight. 


What wilt thou bet? faid Robin Hood, 
Thou feet our game’s the worfe. 

By my filver mitre, then faid the bifhop, 
All the money within my purfe. 


What is in thy purfe? faid Robin Hood ; 
Now throw it on the ground. 

Ninety-nine angels, faid the bifhop, 

It’s near an hundred pound. 
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Robin Hood took his bag from his fide, 
And threw it on the green ; 

Will Scarlet then went faites away, 
I know who this money muft win, 


With that the king’s archers led ‘ahout, 
While it was three .to three’; 

With hk the ladies gave a fhout, 
Woodcock, beware thy knee. 


It is three to thrée now, {aid the king, 
The next three pays for all ; 
Robin Hood went and vbither'd the queen, 
The king’s part fhall be. but fmall. 


Then Robin Hood did leap about, 
He fhot it under hand ; 

And Clifton with a bearing arrow, 
He clove the willow wand. 


And little Midge, the miller’s fon, 
He fhot not much the worfe ; 

He fhot within a finger of the priek ; 
Now, bifhop, beware thy purfe. 


A boon, a boon, queen Catherine cries, 
I crave it on my bare knee, 

That you will angry be with none 

That 1s of my party. 


O-L D BoAskLdL AjyD<s. 
They fhall have forty days to come, 
And forty days to go, 
And three times forty to fport and play ; 
Then welcome friend or foe. 


Thou art welcome, Robin Hood, faid the queen, 
And fo is Little John, 

And fo is Midge the miller’s fon: 
Thrice welcome every one. 


Is this Robin Hood ? the king then faid, 
For it was told to me, 
That he is flain in the palace gate, 
So far in the north country. 


Is this Robin Hood? quoth the bifhop then, 
As it feems well to be; 

Had I known it had been that bold outlaw, 
I would not have bet one penny. . 


He took me late one Sunday night, 
And bound me faft to a tree, 

And made me fing a mais, God wot, 
To him and his yeomandree. 


What, and if I did, fays Robin Heod, 
Of that mafs I was full fain ; 

For recompence of that, he fays, 
Here’s half thy gold again. 


Now 
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Now nay, now away, fays Little John, 
Matter, that may not be, 

We mutt give gifts to the King’s officers ; 
That gold will ferve thee and me. 


XXVIII. 


Robin Hood’s chace; or, a metry progrefs between 
Robin Hood and king Henry. 


OME, ‘you gallants all, to you I call, 
That are now in this place ; 
For a fong I will fing of Henry our king, 
How he did bold Robin Hood chace. 


Queen Catherine the then a match did make, 
As plainly doth appear, 

For three hundred ton of wine, 
And three hundred ton of beer: 


But fhe had her archers to feek, 
With their bows and arrows fo good ; 

Sut her mind it was bent, with a full intent, 

To fend for bold Robin Hood. 
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But when bold Robin Hood he came theres 
Queen Catherine the did fay, 

Thou art welcome, Lockfley, unto me, 
And thou on my part mut be. 


If I mifs the mark, be it light or dark; 
And all my yeomen g4y> 

For a match of fhooting I have made, 
Then hanged will £ be. 


But when the game came to be play’d, 
Bold Robin won it with grace; 

But after the king was angry with him, 
And vow’d he would him chace. 

What tho’ his pardon cranted was, 
While he with him did ftay 5 

But yet the king was vex’d at him 
When he was gone away- 

Soon after the king from court did hie, 
In a furious angry mood, 

And often enquired both far and near 


After bold Robin Hood. 


But when the king to Nottingham cames 


Bold Robin was in the wood: 
© come, faid he, and let me fee 
Who can find bold Robin Hood. 
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But when bold Robin he did hear 
The king had him.in chace ; 

Then faid Little John, ’Tis time to be gone, 
And that to another place. 


And away they went to merry Shéerwood, 
And into Yorkshire he did hie: 

And the king did. follow with a hoop: and achallo, 
But could not him come nigh. 


Yet jolly Robin he paffed along, 
And went ftraight to Newcaftle town; 
And there they ftaid hours two or three, 
And then he to Berwick was gone. 


When the king did fee how Robin did flee,. 
He was vexed wonderous fore ; 

With a hoop and a hallo he vowed to follow, 
And take him, or never give o’er. 


Come now let’s away, faid Little John, 
Let any man follow that dare ; 

oC arid we’ll hie, with our company é 
And fo then to Lancafter. 


A 


From Lancafter then to-Chefter he went, 
And fo. did good king Henry ; 


But Robin went away, for he durft not flay, 


For fear of fome treachery. 
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Says Robin,’ Come let us for London go 
To fee our noble queen’s face : 
It may be fhe wants our company, 
Which makes the king us chace. 
When Robin he came queen Catherine before, 
He fell wpon his knee ; 
If it pleafe your grace, Iam come to this place, 
To fpeak with king Henry. 


Queen Catherine an wer’d bold Robin again 
The king is gone to merry Sheerwood ; 
And when he went away,, to me he did fay; 

He would go and feek Robin Hood. 


Then fare you well, my gracious queen, 
For to Sheerwood I’ll hie apace ; 
For fain would I fee what he’d have with me; 


If I could but meet with his grace. 


But when king Henry he came home, 
Foll weary, and vex’d in mind ; 
And that he did hear Robin had been there, 


He blamed dame fortune unkind. 


You’re welcome home, queen Catherine ery’d, 
Henry, my fovereign liege ; 

Bold Robin Hood, the archer good, 

Your perfon hath been to feek, 
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A boon, a boon, queen Catherine cry’d, 
I beg it here of your grace, 

To pardon his life, and feek not ftrife ; 
And fo ends Robin Hood’s chafe. 


XXIX. 


Robin Hood’s golden prize. Shewing how he robb2d 
two pricits of five hundred pounds. 


HAVE heard talk of Robin Hood, 
And of brave Little John, 
Of fryar Tuck, and Will Scarlet, 
Lockfley, and maid Marrian. 


But fuch a tale as this before, 
I think, was never known; 

Por Robin Hood difguifed himfelf, 
And from the wood is gone. 


Like to a fryar bold Robin Hood 

Was accoutred in his array : 
With hood, gown, beads, and crucifix, 
He paffed upon the way. 
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He had not gone paft miles two or three, 
But it was his chance to efpy 

Two lufty priefts, clad all in black, 
Come riding gallantly. 


Benedicite, then faid Robin Hood, 
Some pity on me take; 

Crofs you my hand with a fingle groat, 
For our dear lady’s fake: 


For I have been wand’ring all this day, 
And nothing could | get ; 

Not fo much as one poor cup of drink, 
Nor bit of bread to eat. 


Now by our holy dame, the priefts reply’d, 
We never a penny have ; 

For we this morning have been robb’d, 
And could no money fave. 


I am much afraid, faid bold Robin Hood, 
That you do both tell a lye; 

And now before you do go hence, 
I am refolv’d to try. 


When as the priefts heard him fay fo, 
Then they rode away amain ; 

But Robin Hood ketook to his heels, 
And foon overtook them again. 
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i Then Robin Hood.laid hold of them both, 
Mt And pull’d them down from their horfe. 
. © fpare us, fryar, the prieft cry’d out, 

: | | On us have fome remorfe. 


You faid, you hadno money, quoth Robin Hood - 
Wherefore, without delay, | 
We three will fall down upon our knees, 
And for money we will pray. 


The priefts they could not him gainfay, 

But down they kneel with fpeed : 
Send us, O fend us, then quoth they, 
a Some money to ferve our need. 


The priefts did pray with mournful chear, 
Sometimes their hands did wring ; 

Sometimes they wept and tore their, hair, 
Whilft Robin did merrily fing. 


When they had. been praying for an hour’s fpace, 
The priefts did ftill lament ; 

Then quoth Robin,. Now let us fee 
What money heaven hath us fent. 


We will be tharers all alike 

Of money that we have ; 
And there is never a'one of us 
That his fellow fhall deceive. 
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The-priefts their hands in the pockets put, 
But money could find none : 

We will fearch ourfelves, faid Robin Hood, 
Each other, one by one. 


Then Robin Hood took pains to fearch them, 
And found good ftore of gold ; 

Five hundred pieces prefently 
Upon the grafs he told. 


Here is a brave fhew, faid Robin Hood, 
Such ftore of gold to fee ; 

And you each one fhall have a part, 
Becaufe you prayed fo heartily. 


He gave them fifty pounds a piece, 
And the reft himfelf did keep: _ 

The priefts they durft not {peak one word, 
But fighing wond’rous deep. 


With that the priefts rofe from their knees, 
Thinking to have parted fo: 


Nay, nay, fays Robin Hood, one thing more, 


I’ll have to fay ere you go: 
You fhall be fworn, fays bold Robin Hood, 
Upon this holy grafs, 


That you will never tell lyes again, 
Which way foever you do pafs, 
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The fecond oath that you here muft«make, 
, |. That all the days of your lives, 

i You never shall tempt maids. unto fin, 
Nor lie with other men’s wives. 


The laft oath you fhall take, is this, 
Be charitable to the poor ; 

Say you met with a holy fryar, 
And I defire no more, 


He fet them on their horfes again, 
And away then they did ride; 

And he return’d to the merry green wood, 
With great joy, mirth, and pride, 


Robin Hood refcuing Will. Stutely from the fheriff 
and his men, who had taken him prifoner, and were. 
going to hang him. 


HEN Robin Hood in the green wood ftood, 
Under the preen-wood tree, . 
Tidings there came to him with {peed, 
Tidings for certainty, 
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That Will. Stutely furprized was, 


And eke in prifon lay ; 


Three varlets, that the king had hir’d, 


Did bafely him betray, 


Ay, and to-morrow hanged mutt be, 
‘To-morrow as foon as ’tis day ; 

Before they could the victory get, 
Two of them did Stutely flay. 


When Robin Hood did hear this news, 
Lord ! it did grieve him fore ; 
And to his merry men he did fay, 


Who all together {wore, 


That Will. Stutely fhould refcu’d be, 


And be brought back again ; 


Or elfe fhould many a gallant wight 


For his fake there be flain: 


He cloathed himfelf im fcarlet then, 


His men were all in green ; 


A finer fhow throughout the world 


In no place could be feen. 


Good lord! it was a gallant fight 


To fee them all on a row; 


With every man a good broad fword, 


And eke a good yew bow. 
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Forth of the green wood are they gone, 
Yea all courageoufly, 

Refolving to bring Stutely home, 
Or every man to die. 


And when they came the caftle near, 
Wherein Will. ftutely lay; 

I hold it good, faid Robin Hood, 
We here in ambuhh flay, 


And fend one forth fome news to hear, 
To yonder palmer fair, 

That ftands under the caftle-wall : 
Some news he may declare. 


With that fteps forth a brave young man, 
Which was of courage bold : 

Thus he did fpeak to the old man, 
I pray thee, palmer old, 


Tell me, if thou can rightly ken, 4 
When muft Will. Stutely die, | 
Who is one of bold Robin Hood’s men, 
And here doth prifoner lie. 


Alas! alas! the palmer faid, 

And for ever woe is me! 
Will. Stutely hang’d will be this day, 
Ow yonder gallows tree, 
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©, had his noble mafter known, 
He would fome fuccour fend : 
A few of his bold yeomandree 
Full foon would fetch him hence. 


Ay, that is true, the young man {aid 5 
Ay, that is true, faid hes 

Or if they were near to this place, 
They foon would fet him free. 


But fare thee well, thou good old man, 
Farewell, and thanks to thee; 

If Stutely hanged be this day, 
Reveng’d his death will be. 


No fooner was he from the palmer gone, 
But the gates were open’d wice, 

And out of the caftle Will. Stutely came, 
Guarded on every fide. 


When he was forth from the caftle come, 
And faw no help was nigh ; 

Thus he did fay unto the fheriff, 
Thus he faid gallantly : 


Now feeing that I needs muft die, 
Grant me one boon, fays he ; 
For my noble mafter ne’er had man 
That yet was hang’d on a tree, 
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Give me a {word all in my hand, 
And let me be unbound, 

And with thee and thy men I’ll fight, 
*Till I lie dead on the ground. 


But this defire he would not grant, 
His wifhes were in vain ; 

For the fheriff fwore he hang’d fhould be, 
And not by the fword be flain. 


Do but unbind my hands, he fays, 
I will no weapon crave ; 

And if I hanged be this day, 
Damnation let me have. 


O no, no, no, the fheriff faid, 
Thou fhalt on the’ gallows die ; 

Ay, and fo fhall thy mafter too, 
If ever it in me lie. 


O daftard coward, Stutely cries, 
Faint-hearted peafant flave ! 
If ever my mafter do thee meet, 

Thou fhalt thy payment have, 


My noble mafter doth thee fcorn, 
And all thy cowardly crew ; 

Such filly imps unable are 

Bold Robin to fubdue. 
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But when he was to the gallows gone, 
And ready to bid adieu, 

Out of a buth fteps Little John, 
And comes Will. Stutely to ; 


I pray thee, Will. before thou die, 
Of thy dear friends take leave : 

I needs muft borrow him awhile; 
‘How fay you, mafter fhrieve? 


Now, as I live, the fherif faid, 
That varlet will I know: 

Some fturdy rebel is that fame, 
Therefore let him not go. 


Then Little John moft haftily 
Away cut Stutely’s bands, 

- And from one of the fheriff’s men 

A {word twitch’d from his hands. 


Here, Will. take thou this fame, 
Thou can’ft it better fway ; 

And here defend thyfelf awhile, 
For aid will come firaitway. 


And there they turn’d them back to back, 
In the midi of them, that day, 

Till Robin Hood approached near, 

With many an archer gay. 
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a With that an arrow from them flew, 
im I wift from Robin Hood : 

i Make hafte, make hafte, the fheriff he faid ; 
Make hafte, for it is not good. 


The fheriff is gone, and his doughty men 
Thought it no boot to flay ; 

But, as their mafter had them taught, 

‘ They ran full faft away. 


O ftay, O ftay, Will. Stutely faid, 
Take leave ere you depart : 

You ne’er will catch bold Robin Hood, 
Unlefs you dare him meet. 


© ill betide you, faid Robin Hood, 
That you fo foon are gone ; 
My fword may in the fcabbard reft, 


For here our work is done. 


I little thought, Will. Stutely faid, 
_ When I came to this place, 
For to have met with Little John, 
Or feen my mafter’s face. 


Thus Stutely was at liberty fet, 
And fafe brought from his foe : 

© thanks, O thanks to my mafter, 

Since here it was not fo. 
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And once again, my fellows all, 
We thall in the green wood meet, 

Where we will make our bow-ftrings twang, 
Mufic for us moft {weet. 


XXXII. 


‘The noble Fifher-man : or, Robin Hood’s preferment. 


N fummer time when leaves grow green, 
When they do grow both green and long,. 
Of a bold outlaw call’d Robin Hood, — 
It is of him I fing this fong. 


‘When the lilly leaf, and cowlflip fweet 
Both bud and fpring with merry cheer, 

This outlaw was weary of the wood fide, 
And a chafing of the king’s deer. 


The fifhermen brave more money have 
Than any merchant, two or three; 

Therefore I will to Scarborough go, 

That J a fifherman may be. 
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This outlaw cali’d his merry men all, 

As they fet under the green-wood tree : 
If any of you have gold to fpend, 

I pray you heartily fpend it with me. 


Now, quoth Robin Hood, Dll to Scarborough go, 


It feems to be a very fine day : 


He took up his inn at a widow woman’s houfe, 


Hard by the waters gray, 


Who afked him, Where wert thou born? 
O tell me where thou doft fare? 

Iam a poor fifherman, faid he then, 
This day intrapped all in care. 


What is thy name, thou fine fellow? 
I pray thee heartily tell to me. 

In mine own country, where I was born, 
Men cali me Simon over the Lee. 


Simon, Simon, faid the good wife; 


I wifh thou may’ft well brook thy name. 


The outlaw was aware of her courtefy, 
And rejoiced he had got fuch a dame. 


Simon, wilt thou be my man? 

And good round wages I’ll give thee ; 
I have a good fhip of my own, 

As any that fails upon the fea. 
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Anchors 


Anchors and planks thou fhalt want none, 
Mafts and planks that are fo long. 
And if that thou wilt furnifh me, 
Said Simon, nothing fhall go wrong. 


They pluck’d up anchor, and away did fail; 


More of a day than two or three; 
When others caft in their baited hooks, 
The bare lines into the fea caft he. 


It will be long, faid the mafter then, 


Ere this great lubber do thrive on the fea; 


He fhall have no fhare in our fith, 
For in truth he is in no part worthy. 


O woe is me, faid Simon then, 
This day that I ever came here ; 

I wifh I were in Plumpton-park, 
Chafing of the fallow deer : 


For every clown laugheth me to fcorn, 
And by me fets nothing at all; 

If | had them in Plumpton-park, 
I would fet as little by them all. 


They pluck’d up anchor, and away did fail, 


More of a day than two or three; 
But Simon “{py’d a fhip of war, 
That fail’d toward them vigoroufly. 
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O woe is me, faid the mafter then, 
This day that ever I was born ;- 


cr all the fifh that we have got 


Ts every bit loft and forlorn ! 


For thefe French robbers on the fea, 
They will not fpare of us one man, 

But carry us to the coaft of France, 
And lay us in a prifon ftrong. 


But Simon faid, Do not fear them, 
Neither, mafter, take you care ; 
Give me a bent bow in my hand, 
And never a Frenchman will I fpare. 


Hold thy peace, thou long Iubber, 

For thou art nought but brags and boaft < 
If I thould caft you over board, 

There is but a fimple lubber loft. 


Simon grew angry at thefe words, 
And fo angry then was he: 

Then he took his bent bow in his hand, 
And in the fhip hatch goeth he. 


Mafter, tye me to the maft, he faid, 
That at my mark I may ftand fair, 

And give me my bent bow in my hand; 

And never a Frene¢hman will I {pare 
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#ie drew his arrow to the head, 

And drew it with might and main; 
And ftrait, in the twinkling of an eye, 

To the Frenchman’s heart the arrow gain. 


The Frenchmen fall down on the hatch, 
And under the hatches down below ; 
Another Frenchman that him efpy’d, 
The dead corpfe into the fea did throw, 


© mafter, loofe me from the maft, he faid. 
And for them all take you no care; 

And give me my bent bow in my hand, 
And never a Frenchman will I ipare. 


Then ftrait he boarded the French fhip, 
They lying all dead in their fight ; 

They found within their fhip of war 
Twelve thoufand pounds of money bright, 


The one half of the fhip, faid Simon then, 
Pll give to my dame vali children {mall ; 
The other half of the fhip I’ll give 


To you; that are my fellows all. 
é dé 


But now befpoke the matter teas? 
For fo, Simon, it fhail not be 
For if you have won it with your pails: 
pons the owner of it you muff be; 
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i It fhall be fo as I have faid, 

i And with this gold for the oppreft 

Hi An habitation will I build, 

i Where they fhall live in peace and reft. 


i | XXXII. 


Robin Hood’s delight; or, a new combat fought be- 
tween Robin Hood, Little John, and Will. Scarlet, 
with three ftout keepers in Sheerwood foreft. 


HERE?’s fome will talk of lords and knights, 
And fome of yeomen good : 
But I will tell you of Will. Scarlet, 
Little John and Robin Hood. 


They were outlaws, as it was well known, 
And men of noble blood ; 

And many a time their valour was fhown 
In the foreft of merry Sheerwood. 


Upon a time it chanced fo, 

As Robin would have it be, 
‘They all three would a walking go, 
The paftime for to fee. 
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And as they walked the foreit along; 
Upon a midfummer’s day, 

‘There. was he aware of three forefters; 
Clad all in green arfay: 


With brave long achidns:by their fides, 
And foreft bills in their hands, 

They called aloud to thefe outlaws; ° 
And charged them to. ftand. 


Why, who are you ? cry’d bold Robin; 
That {peak fo boldly here; 

We three belong to king Henry, 
And keepers of his deer. 


The devil you are, fays Robin Hood, 
I am fure it is not fo; | 

We be the keepers of this foreft, 
And that you foon fhall know,  _ 


Your coats of green lay on the srotind, 
And fo we will all three, 

And take-your fwords and bucklers round, 
And try the victory. 


We be content, the keepers faid, 

- We be three and no lefs; 
; Then why fhould we of you be afraid, 
As we never did tranfgrefs ? 
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Why, if you be keepers in this foreft, 
We be three rangers good, 

And will make you know, before you do go, 
You met with bold Robin Hood. 


We be content, thou bold outlaw, 
Our valour here to try, 

And will make you know, before you dogo, 
We will fight before we fly. 


Then, come draw your fwords, you bold outlaws, 
No longer ftand to prate, 

But let us try it ftrait with blows, 
For cowards we do hate. 


Here is one for Will. Scarlet, 
And another for Little John, 

And I myfelf for Robin Hood, 
Becaufe he is ftout and ftrong. 


So they fell to it full hard and fore, 
It was on a midfummer day 5 

From eight of the clock, ’till two. and paft, 
They all thew’d gallant play. 


There Robin, Will. and Little John, 
They fought moft manfully, | 

‘Till all their wind was fpent and gone, 

Then Robin aloud did cry: 
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© hold, O hold, cries bold Robin, 
I fee you be ftout men ; 

Let meblow one blaft on my bugle horn, 
Then [ll fight with you again. 


That bargain is to make, Robin Hood, 
Therefore we it deny ; 

Thy blaft upon the bugle horn 
Cannot make us fight or fly. 


Therefore fall on, or elfe be gone, 
And yield to us the day: 

Tt never fhall be faid that we are afraid 
Of thee, or thy,yeomen gay. 


_ If that be fo, cries Robin Hood, 
Let me but know your names, 
And in the foreft of merry Sheerwood, - 
I fhall extol your fames. 


And with our names, one of them faid, 
What haft thou here to do? 

Except thou will now fight it out, 
Our names thou fhalt not know. 


We'll fight no more, fays bold Robin Hood, 
You be men of valour ftout ; 
Come and go with me to Nottingham, 
And there we will fight it out. 
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With a but of fack we will bang it about, 
To fee who wins the day ; 

And for the coft make you no doubt, 
I have gold enough to pay: 


And ever hereafter as long as we live, 
We all will brethren be ; | 
For I love thofe men with heart and hand, 
That will fight and never flee.s’ 


So away they went to Nottingham; . 


With fack to make amends ; 
In three days they the wine did chace; > 
And drank themfelves good friends. 


XR. 
ROBIN HOOD AND. THE BEGGAR... 


ain light and liften, you gentlemen all, 
That mirth do love for to:hears:5 so. 
And a ftory true I'll tell to-you, 
If that you will but draw near 
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In elder times when-merriment were, 
And archery was holden good, 

There was an outlaw, as many do know, 
Which men call Robin Hood. 


Upon a time it chanced fo, 
Bold Robin was merry difpos’d, 
His time-for to fpend he did intend, 
Either with friends -or foes. 


Then he got up on a gallant fteed, 

- 'The which was worth angels ten, 

With a mantle of green, moft brave to be feen, 
He left all his merry men. 


And riding towards Nottingham, 
Some paflime for to “{py, 

‘There was he aware of a jolly beggar~ 

_ Ase’er he beheld with his eye. 


An old patch’d coat the beggar had on, 
Which he daily did ufe for to wear ; 

And many abag about him did wag, 

" Which made Robin Hood to him repair. 


God {peed, God fpeed, faid Robin Hood then, 
~ What countryman? tell untome. __ 

¢ am Yorkthire, fir, but ere you go far, 

' Some charity give unto me. 
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I have no money, faid Robin Hood then, 
But a ranger within the wood ; 

I am an outlaw, as many do know, 
‘My name is Robin Hood. 


But yet I muft tell thee, bonny beggar, 
That a bout with thee I muft try ; 

Thy coat of grey lay down, I fay, 
And my mantle of green fhall lie by. 


Content, content, the beggar he cry’d, 
Thy part it will be the worfe ; 

For I hope this bout to give thee the rout, 
And then have at thy purfe. 


The beggar he had a mickle long ftaff, 
And Robin he had a nut-brown {word ; 
The beggar drew nigh, and at Robin let fly, 


But gave him never a word. 


Fight on, fight on, faid Robin Hood whats 
This game well pleafeth me ; 

For every blow that Robin gave, 
The beggar gave buffets three. 


And fighting there full hardy and fore, 
Not far from Nottingham town, 

They never fled ’till from Robin Hood’s head 
The blood it run trickling down. 


© hold 


© hold thy hand, {aid Rebin Hood, 
And thou and I will agree: 

If that be true, the beggar he faid, 
Thy mantle come give unto me. 


Now achange, a change, faid Robin Hood, 


Thy bags and coat give me; 


And this mantle of mine V’ll to thee refign, 


My horfe and my bravery. 


Then Robin had got the beggar’s cloaths, 
He looked round about ; 

Methinks, faid he, I feem to be 
A beggar brave and ftout. 


For now £ havea bag for my bread, 
So I have another for.my corn: 

{ have one for falt; and another for malt, 
And one for my little horn. 


And now I will a begging go, 
Some charity for to find; 

And if any more of Robin you’ll know, 
In the fecond part it’s behind. 


Now Robin he is to Nottingham bound, 
With his bag hanging down to his knee, 

Wis faff and his coat fearce worth a groat, 
Yet merrily paffed he. 


N 4 


Te ee es ta! RI 
hae 


OLD BALLADS. 


84 OLD BALLADS, 


As Robin he paffed the ftreets along, 
He heard a pitiful cry ; 

Three brethren dear, as he did hear, 
Condemned were to die, 


Then Robin he hied to the ‘{heriff’s houfe, 
Some relief for to feck: 
He fkipt and leap’d and caper?d' full high, 


As he went along the treet. 


But when to the fheriff’s houfe he came, 
There a gentleman fine and brave, 

Thou beggar, faid he, come'teil unto me 
What is it thou would’ft:have: 


No meat, nor drink, faid Robin Hood then, 
That I come here to crave; ~~ 

But to get the lives of yeomen three, 
And that 1 fain would have. 


That cannot be, thou bold beggar, 
. Their faét it is fo clear; 

I tell to thee, they hang’d mutt be, 
For ftealing our king’s deer. 


But when to the gallows they did come, 
There was many a weeping eye; 

O hold your peace, faid Robin Hood then, 

For certain they fhall not die. 
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‘Then Robin he fet his horn to his mouth, 
And he blew out blafts three, 

°Till a hundred bold archers brave 
Came kneeling down to his knee. 


What is your will, mafter? faid they, 
We are at thy command: 

Shoot eaft, fhoot weft, faid Robin. then, 

_- And fee you fpare no man. | 


Then they fhoteaft, and they fhot weft, 
Their arrows were fo keen ; 

The fherif he, and his company, 
No longer could be feen, 


Then he ftept to thofe brethren three, 
And away he has them ta’en; 

The fherif he was croft, and many a man loft, 
That lay dead on the plain. 


And away they went to the merry green wood, 
And fung with a merry glee, 

And Robin Hood took thefe three brethren good, 
To be of his yeomandree. 
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XXXIV. 


Robin Hood, Will. Scarlet, and Little John ; or, a 
narrative of the victory obtained againft the prince 
of Arragon and the two giants; and how Will. 
Scarlet married the princefs. 


OW Robin Hood, Will. Scariet and Little John, 
Are walking over the plain; 
With a good fat buck, which Will. Scarlet 
With his ftrong bow had flain. 


Jog on, jog on, cries Robin Hood, 
The day it runs full fat ; 

For tho’ my nephew me a breakfaft gave, 
I have not broke my fait. 

* 

Then to yonder lodge. let us take our way, 
1 think it wond’rous good, 

Where my nephew, my bold yeomen, ._. 
Shall be welcom’d unto the green wood. 


With that he took the bugle horn, 
Full well he could it blow ; 

Strait from the woods‘ came marching down 

One hundred tall fellows and mo. 
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Stand, ftand to your arms, cries Will. Scarlet, 
Lo the enemies are within ken : 

With that Robin Hood he laughed aloud, 
Crying, they are my bold yeomen. 


Who when they arriv’d, and Robin efpy’d, 
Crying, Mafter, what is your will? 

We thought you had in danger been, 
Your horn did found fo fhrill, 


Now nay, now nay, quoth Robin Hood, 
The danger is paft and gone ; 

I would have you welcome, my nephew here, 
That has paid me two for one. 


in feafting and {porting they fpent the day, 
Till Phoebus funk into the deep ; 

Then each one to his quarters hy’d, 
His guard there for to keep. 


Long had they not Walked within the green wood 
But Robin he was efpy’d 

Of a beautiful damfel all alone, 
That on a black palfrey did ride. 


Her riding-fuit was of fable-hue black, 

Cyprus over her face, 
Through which her rofe-like cheeks did blufh, 
All with a comely grace. 
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Come tell me the caufe, thou pretty one, 


Quoth Robin, and tell me mght, 
From whence thou com’f, and whither thou 0 R, 
Allin this mournful plight? 


From London I came, the damfel reply’d, 
From London upon the Thames, 

Which circuled is, O grief to tell! 
Befieg’d with foreign arms, 


By the proud prince of Arragon, 
Who fwears by his martial hand, 

To have the princefs to his fpoute, 
Or elfe to watte this land, : . 


Except the champion can be found, 
That dare fight three to three, 

Againft the prince and pai twain, 
Moft horrid for to fee; 


Whofe grifly looks, and eyes like brands, 
Strike terror where they come, seis’ 

With ferpents hiffing on their helms, 
Inftead of feather’d plume. 


The princefs fhall be the victor’s prize, 
The king hath vow’d and faid ; 

And he that fhall the conqueft win, 

Shall have her to his bride, 
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Now we are four:damfels-fent abroad, 
To the ea, weft, north,;, and fouth; 
"To try whofe fortune is fo good; 
To bring thefe champions forth; 


But all in vain we have fought about, 
But none fo bold there are, 

That dare adventure life.and blood, 
To free a lady fair. | 


When is the day? quoth Robin Hood; 
Tell me this, and no more. 

On midfummer next, the damfel {aids 
Which is in June, twenty-four. 


With that the tears trickled down her cheeks, 
And filent was her tongue; 

With fighs and fobs fhe took her leave, 
And away her palfrey {fprung: 


This news ftruck Robin to the heart, 
He fell down on the grafs; 

His aGtions, and his troubled mind, 
Shew’d he perplexed was. 


Where lies your grief? quoth Will. Scarlet, 
O matter, tell to me; 

If the damfel’s eyes have pierc’d your heart, 

Ill fetch her back to thee. 
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Now nay, now nay, quoth Robin Hood, 
She does not caufe my fmart ; 

But ’tis the poor diftrefs’d princefs 
‘That wounds me to the heart : 


I’ll go and fight the giants all, 
To fet the lady free. 

The d—1 take my foul, quoth Little John, 
If I part with thy company. 


Muft I ftay behind ? quoth Will. Scarlet, 
No, no, that muft not be; 

I’il make the third man in the ‘fight, 
So we fhall be three to three. 


Thefe words cheer’d Robin to the heart, 
Joy fhone upon his face ; | 

Within his arms he hugg’d them both, 
And kindly did embrace. 


Quoth he, We’ll put‘on motley grey, 
With long ftaves in our ‘hhands;,: 

A {crip and bottle by our fides;: 
As come from the Holy Lands. 


So may we pafs along the highway, 

None will afk us from whence we came, 
But take us pilgrims for to be, 
Or elfe fome holy men. 
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Now they are on their journey pone, 
As fat as they may iped ; 

Yet for all their hafte,’ ere they arriv’d, 
The princefs forth was led, © © 


To be deliver’d to the prince, 
Who in the lift did Hand, 

Prepar’d to fight, or elfe receive 
His lady by the hand. 


With that he walk’d about the lift, 
With giants by his fide; 

Bring forth, faid he, your champions, 
Or bring me forth my bride: 


‘This is the four and twentieth day, 
The day prefix’d upon ; 

Bring forth my bride, or London burns, 
I fwear by Alcaron. 


Then cries the king, and queen likewiic, 
Both weeping as they {pake, 

Lo! we-have brought our daughter dear, 
Whom we are forc’d to forfake. 


With that ftept out bold Robin Hood, 
Cries, My liege, it muft not be fo ; 

Such beauty as the fair princefs 

Is not for ‘a tyrant’s.mow. 
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The prince he then begun to ftorm, 
Cries; Fool, fanatick, baboon ! 

How dare you ftop my valour’s prize? 
V’ll kill thee with a frown: 


Thou tyrant, Turk, thou infidel, 
Thus Robin began to réply; 

Thy frowns I fcorn; -ld! here’s my gagé; 
And thus I thee defy. 


And for thofe two Goliahs there, 
That ftand on either fide; 

Here are two little Davids by 
That foon can tame their pride, 


Then the king did for armour fend; 
For lances, fwords, and fhields; 

And thus all three in armour bright 
Came marching into the fields 


The trumpets began to found a charge; 
Each fingled out his man 5) 

‘Their arms in pieces foon were hew’d; 
Blood fprang from every vein. 


The prince reach’d Robin Hood a blow, 
He ftruck with might and main, 

Which made him reel about the field, 

As though he had been flain. 


God-a-mercy, quoth Robin, ‘for that blow 


The quarrel fhall foon be try’d ; 
This ftroke fhall thew a full divorce 
Betwixt thee and thy bride. 


So from his fhoulders he cut his head, 
Which on the ground did fall, 

And grumbled fore at Robin Hood, 
To be fo dealt withal. 


The giants then began to rage 
To fee their prince lie dead ; : 

Thou wiltybe the next, fays Little John, 
Unlefs thou guard thy head. 


With that his falchion he whirl’d about, 
It was both keen and fharp; 
He clave the giant to the belt, 
And cut in twain his-heart. 


‘Will. Scarlet well had play’d his part, 
The giant he brought to his knee ; 


Quoth Will. The devil cannot break his faft, . 


Unlefs he have you all three. 


So with his falchion he run him through, 


A deep and ghaftly wound ; 


Who damn’d and foam’d, curs’d and blafphem’d, 


And then fell to the ground. 
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q Now all the lifts with fhouts were fill’d, 
| The fkies they did refound, 
Which brought the princefs to herfelf, 
Who had fallen into a fwoon. 


The king and queen, and princefs fair, 
Came walking to the place, 

i And gave the champions many thanks, 

Y And did them farther grace. 


Tell me, quoth the king, whence you are,, 
That thus difguifed came, 

Whofe valour fpeaks that noble blood 
Doth run through every vein. 


A boon, a boon, quoth Robin Hood, _— 
On my knees I beg and crave. 

By my crown, quoth the king, I grant ; 
Afk what, and thou fhalt have. 


Then pardon I beg for my merry mens 
Which are in the green wood, 

For Little John and Will. Scarlet, 
And for me, bold Robin Hood. 


Art thou Robin Hood? quoth the king ; 
For thy valour thou haft fhewn, 

Your pardon I do freely grant, 

And welcome every one. 
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The princefs I promife the victor’s prize ; 
She cannot have you all three. 

She fhall chufe, quoth Robin; faid Little John, 
Then little fhare falls to me. 


Then did the princefs view all three, 
With a comely lovely grace, 

And took Will. Scarlet by the hand, 
Saying, Here I make my choice. 


With that a noble lord ftept forth, 
Of Maxfield earl was he, 

Who look’d Will. Scarlet in the face, 
Then wept moft bitterly. 


Quoth he, I had a fon like thee, 
Whom I lov’d wond’rous well ; 

But he is gone, or rather dead, 

His name it is young Gamewell. 


Then did Will. Scarlet fall on his knees, 
Cries, Father, father, here, 

Here kneels your fon, your young Gamewell, 
You faid, you lov’d fo dear. 


But, lord, what embracing and kiffing was there 
When all thefe friends were met ! 


‘They are gone to the wedding, and fo te the bedding, 


And fo I bid you good night. 
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XXXV. 


LITTLE JOHN.AND THE FOUR BEGGARS. 


LL you that delight for to {pend fome:time, 
A merry fong for to fing, 
Unto me draw near,. and you fhall hear 
How Little John went a\begging. 


As Robin Hood walked:the foreft-along, 

And all his yeomandree, . 
Says Robin, Some of you a begging muft go, . 

And, Little John, itmuft besthees 


Says John, If Imuftiarbegging go, 


I will have a palmer?siweedy ro 
With a ftaff amd ‘a@ coat; sand bags: of all forts; 
The better then fhallikdpeedis voi toy Be 


Come now, give: me! abbage for amy: bread, 
And another for my: cheefe, 


Andone fora penny, if I get any, 


That nothing I may leeéfe. 
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Now Little John is a begging gone, 
Seeking for fome relief ; 

But of all the beggars he met on the way, 
Little John he was the chief. 


But as he was walking himfelf alone, 
Four beggars he chanced to {fpy, 

Some deaf, fome blind, fome came behind ; 
Says John, Here is a brave company. 


Good-morrow, faid John, my brethren dear, 
Good fortune I had you to fee ; 

Which way do you go? pray let me know, 
For I waht fome company, 


O, what is here to do? faid Little John: 
Why ring all thefe bells? faid he, 
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What dog is‘hanging ? Come let us be ganging, 


That we the truth may fee. 


Here is no dog, one of them faid, 
Good fellow, I tell unto thee ; 


But here is one dead, that will give us cheefe and bread » 


And it may be one fingle penny. 


We have brethren in London, another faid, 
So we have at Coventry, 


In Berwick and Dover, and all the wood over, 


But ne’er a crook’d carl like thee. 


O 3 


There- 
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i | Therefore ftand thee back, thou crooked carl, 
And take that knock on the crown: 

4 Nay, fays Little John, Dll not be gone, 

i | For a bout 1 will have of you round. 


| Now have at you all, faid Little John, 
If you be fo full of your blows ; 
| Fight on all four, and never give o’er, 
. Whether you be friends or foes. 


John nipped the dumb, and made him to roar, 
And the blind that could not fee ; 

And he that a cripple had been for feven years, 
He made run fafter than he ; . 


And flinging them all againft the wall, 

i oo With many a fturdy bang, ns 

a 4 f It made John to fing, to hear the gold ‘ring, 
| And againft the walls cry twang. 


Then he got out of the beggar’s cloak 
Three hundred pounds in gold ; 

Good fortune had I, faid Little John, 
Such a fight for to behold. 


But found he in the beggar’s bag 
But three hundred and three: 

If I drink water while this doth laft, 

Then an ill death may I die} 
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And my begging trade I will now give o’er, 
My fortune hath been fo good : 

Therefore I will not flay, but I will away 
To the foreft of merry Sheerwood. 


‘And when to the foreft of Sheerwood he came, 
He quickly there did {ee 

Bold Robin Hood, his mafter good, 
And all his company. 


What news? what news? faid Robin Hood, 
Come, Little John, tell unto me, 

How haft thou fped with thy beggar’s trade, 
For that I fain would fee ? 


No news, but good, faid Little John, 

With begging full well have I {ped ; 
- [Three hundred and three I have here for thee, 
En filver, and gold fo red. 
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When Robin. Hood took Little John by the hand, 


And danced about :the oak-tree : 
Tf we drink water while this doth laft, 
Then an ill death may we die! 


So to conclude my merry new fong, 
All you that delight to fing, 

Tis of Robin Hood, that archer good, 
And how Little John went a begging. 
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XXXVI. 


ROBIN HOOD AND THE RANGER. 


HEN Pheebus had melted the fickles of ice, 
And likewife the mountains of fnow, 
Bold Robin Hood he would ramble to fee, 
To frolick abroad with his bow. 


He left all his merry men waiting behind, 
Whilft through the green vallies he pafs’d, 
Where did he behold a forefter bold, 
Who cry’d out, Friend, whither fo faft? 


I am going, quoth Robin, to kill a fat buck, 
For me and my merry men all; 

Befides, ere I go, I'll have a fat doe, 
Or elfe it thall coft me a fall. 


You’d beft have a care, faid the forefter then, 
For thefe are his majefty’s deer ; a 

Before you fhall fhoot, the thing [’lI difpute, 

For I am head forefter here. 
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Thefe thirteen long fummers, faid Robin, I’m fure, 


My arrows I here have let fly, 
Where freely I range; methinks it is ftrange 
You fhould have more power than I. 


This foreit,. quoth Robin, I think is my own, 
And fo are the nimble deer too; 

Therefore I declare, and folemnly fwear, 
Pll not be affronted by you. 


The forefter he had a long quarter-ftaf, 
Likewife a broad: fword by his fide ; 

Without more ado; he’prefently drew, 
Declaring the truth fhould be try’d. 


Bold Robin Hood had a fword of the beft : 
Thus, ere he would take any wrong, 

His courage was fluth, -he’d venture a bruth, 
And thus they went to it ding-dong. 


The very firft blow ‘that the forefter gave, 
He made his broad weapon cry twang: 

"Twas over the head, he fell down for dead ; 
O, that was a damnable bang ! 


But Robin he foon did recover himfelf, 
And bravely fell to it again; 

The very next ftroke their weapons they broke, 
Yet never a man there was flain 
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At quarter-ftaff then they refolved to play, 
Becaufe they would have the other bout ; 
And brave Robin Hoed right valiantly flood, 


Unwilling he was to give out. 


Bold Robin. he gave him very hard blows, 
The other return’d them as faft ; 

At every ftroke their jackets did {moke; 
Three hours the combat did laft. 


At length in a rage the bold forefter grew, 
And cudgell’d bold Robin fo fore, 

That he could not ftand ; fo fhaking his hand, 
He faid, Let us freely give o’er: 


Thou art a brave fellow ; I needs muft confefs 
T never knew any fo good : 

Thou art fit to be a yeoman for me, 
And range in the merry green wood’: 


Vll give thee this ring as. a token of love, 
For bravely thou haft aéted thy part ; 
That man that.can fight, in him I delight, 

And love him with all my whole heart. 


Then Robin Hood-fetting his horn to his mouth, 
A blaft he merrily blew ; 

His yeomen did hear, and -ftrait did appear, 

A hundred with trufty long bows. 
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Now Little John came at the head of them all, 
Cloath’d ina rich mantle of green ; 

And likewife the reft were gloriouily drek, 
A delicate fight to be feen ! 


Lo! thefe are my yeomen, fays Robin Hood, 
Thou fhalt be one ofthe train : 

A mantle and bow, and quiver alfo, 
I give them whom I entertain. 


The forefter willingly enter’d the lift, 
They were fuch a beautiful fight. 

Then with a long bow they fhot a fat doe, 
And made a rich fupper that night. 


What finging and dancing was in ‘the green wood, 
For joy of another new mate ! 

With might and delight they {pent all the night, 
And liv’d at a plentiful rate. 


The forefter ne’er was fo merry before, 
As then he was with thefe brave fouls, 
Who never would fail, in wine, beer, or ale, 
To take off thefe cherifhing bowls. 


Then Robin Hood gave him a mantle of green, 
Broad arrows, and acurious long bow: 

This done, the next day, fo gallant and gay, 
He marched them all on a row. 


es = 


a 


204 OLD JBAWLADS: 


Quoth he, My bold yeomen, be true to your truf, 
And then we may range the woods wide ; 

They all did declare, and folemnly {wear, 
They’d conquer, or die by his fide, 


XXX VII. 
ROBIN HOOD AND, LITTLE JOHN, 


W HEN Robin Hood was about twenty years old, 
| He happened to meet Little John, 
A jolly brifk blade, right fit for the trade, 

For he was a lufty young man. 


a 


Tho’ he was call’d Little, his limbs they were large, 
And his ftature was feven foot high : 

Where ever he came, they quak’d at his name, 
For foon he would make them to fly. 


How they came acquainted I'll tell you in brief, 
If you would but liften awhile ; 

For this very jeft, among all the reft, 

I think, may caufe you to {mile. 
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For Robin Hood faid to his jolly bowmen, 
Pray tarry you here in this grove, 

And fee that you all obferve well his call, 
While thorough the foreft I rove. 


We have had no fport thefe fourteen long days, 
Therefore now abroad will I go; 

Now fhould I be beat, and cannot retreat, 
My horn I will. prefently blow. 


Then did he fhake hands with his merry men all, 
And bid them at prefent good-bye ; 

Then as near a brook his journey he took, 
A ftranger he chanc’d to efpy. 


They happen’d to meet on a long narrow bridge, 
And neither of them would give way ; 

Quoth bold Robin Hood, and fturdily ftood, 
Pll thew you right Nottingham play. 


With that from his quiver an arrow he drew, 
A broad arrow with a goofewing : 

The ftranger reply’d, Pll liker thy hide, 
lf thou offer to touch the {tring. 


Quoth bold Robin Hood; Thou doft prate like an afs, 
For, were I to bend but my bow, 

I could fend adart:quite through thy proud heart, 
Before thou could’ft ftrike me one blow. 


Then 
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Thou talk’ like acoward, the ftranger reply’d, 
Well arm’d with a long bow you ftand, 

To fhoot at my breaft, while I, I proteft, 
Have nought but a ftaff in my hand. 


he name of a coward, quoth Robin, I fcorn, 
Therefore my long bow I’ll lay by ; 

And now, forthy fake, a ftaffI will take, 
The truth of thy manhood to try. 


Then Robin Hood ftept to a thicket of trees, 
And chofe him a ftaff of ground oak ; 
Now this being done, away he did run 
To the ftranger, and merrily fpoke : 


Lo! fee my ftaff is lufty and tough : | 
Now, here on this bridge we will play ; 
Whoever falls in, the other fhall win 
The battle, and fo we’ll away. 


With alk my whole heart, the ftranger reply’d, 
I feorn in the leaft to give out. 

This faid, they fell to’t without more difpute, 
And their ftaffs they did flourifh about. 


At firft Robin gave the ftranger a bang, 

Se hard that he made his bones ring : 
The ftranger he faid, This muft be repaid, 
V’ll give you asgood as you bring. 
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Solong as I’m able to handle a flaff, 
To die in your debt, friend, I {corn : 
Then to it both goes, and follow their blows, 
As if they had been threfhing of corn. 


The ftranger gave Robin a crack on the crown, 
Which caufed the blood to appear ; 

Then Robin enrag’d more fiercely engag’d, 
And follow’d his blows more fevere. 


So thick and fo faft he did’ lay it on him, 
“With a paffionate fury and ire ; 

At every ftroke he made him to fmoke, 
As if he had been all on fire. 


O then ina fury the ftranger he grew, 
And gave him a damnable look ; 

And with a blow, which laid him full low, 
And tumbled him into the brook, 


I prithee, good fellow, where art thou now ? 
The ftranger, in laughter, he cry’d: 


Quoth bold Robin Hood, Good faith, in the flood, 


And floating along with the tide: 


I needs muft acknowledge thou art a brave foul, 
With thee I’ll no longer contend ; 

For needs muft I fay thou haft got the day, 

Our battle fhall be at an end. 
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Then unto the bank he did.prefently wade; 
And puli’d him out by a thorn; 

Which done, at the laft he blew a loud blak 
Straitway on his fine bugle horn: 


The echo.of which through the vallies did rings 
At which his ftout bowmen appear’d, 

All cloathed in green, moftigay to be:feen ; 
So up to their: mafter they fteer’d. 


O what is the matter? quoth Will. Stutely, 
Good mafter, you are wet to fkin : 

No matter, quoth he, the lad that you fee, 
In fighting hath tumbled me in. 


He fhall not go {cot-free,.the others reply’ds 
So ftrait they were feizing him there, 

To duck him likewife:. but Robin Heod.cries, 
He is a ftout fellow, forbear.: 


There’sno one fhall wrong thee, friend, be not afraid; 
Thefe bowmen, upon me do wait : 

There’s threefcore and nine ;_ if thou wilt be:mine, 
Thou-fhalt have my livery frait, 


; “se 

And other accoutrements fitting alfo: 
Speak up, jolly blade, never: fear 
Pil teach you alfo the ufe. of the bow, 
To fhoot at the fat fallow deer.. 
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O here 48'‘ny hand; ‘the ftranger reply’d; 
Pil ferve you with all my‘ whole héart : 

My name is Jolin Little, ‘a irian of good mettle ; 
Ne’er doubt me, for I’ll play my’ part. 


His name fall be alter’d; ‘quoth Will. Stutely, 
And I will his godfather be;' (' * 

Prepare then a feaft, and none of the leait; 
For we will be merry, quoth he, ~‘' ~* 


They préfently fetch’d him a brace of fat does, 
With humming ftrorig liquor likewife : 

They lov’d what was good; fo in the green wood 
This pretty fweet babe they baptiz’d, 


He was, I muft tell you, but feveri feet high, 
And may be an ell in the waift; 

He was a fweet lad ; much feafting they Had,” 
Bold Robin the chriftening gtac’d, 


With all his bowmen, which ftood in’ 4’ring, 
And were of the Nottingham breed. 

Brave Stutely came then with féven yeomen, ~ 
And did in this manner proceed: 1") 


This infant was called John Little, quoth he, 
Which name fhall be changed anon : 

‘The words we’ll tranfpofe3 fo wherever he goes, 
His name fhall be call’d Little John. . 
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They all with:a fhout made the elements.rjng, 
So foon as the office was 0’er 5 . 

To feafting they went, with true merrimenty, 
And tippled ftrong liquors gillore. 


Then Robin he took the pretty {weet babe, 
And cloath’d him from top.to,toe -, -_. » 

In garments. of green moft gay to be feen, 
And gave him a curious long bow. 


Thou fhalt be an archer as well as the bett, 
And range in the green wood with us, 
Where we will not want gold nor filver, behold, 
While bifhops have ought in their purfe. 


We live here like ’{quires or lords of renown, 
ti Without e’er a foot of free land; 

r fe | We feaft on good cheer, with wine, ale, and beer, 
And every thing at our command. a, 


Then mufick and dancing did finish the, day : 
At length, when the fun waxed low, . 

Then all the whole train the grove did refrain, 
And unto their caves they did go. _ 


And fo ever after, as long as they liv’d 
Although he.be proper and tall, 

2a Yet neverthelefs, the truth to exprefs, 

at  ,§till Little John, they did: him. call, 
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The bifhop of Hereford’s entertainment by Robin 
Hood and Little John, &c. in merry Barnfdale. 


OME they will talk of bold Robin Hood, 
And fome of barons bold; 
But I'll tell you how they ferv’d the bifhop of Hereford; 
When he robb’d him of his gold. 


As it befell in merry Barnfdale, 
_ And under the green-wood tree, 
The bifhop of Hereford was to come by, 
With all his company. 


Come kill a ven’fon, faid béld Robin Hood, 
Come kill me a good fat deer ; 

The bifhop of Hereford is to dine with me to-day, 
And he fhall pay well for his cheer. 


We'll kill a fat ven’fon, faid bold Robin Hood, 
And drefs it by the highway fide ; 

And we will watch the bifhop narrowly, 
Left fome other way he fhould ride, 
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Robin Hood drefs’d himfelf in fhepherd’s attire, 
With fix of his men alfo ; 

And when the bifhop of Hereford came by, 
They about the fire did go. 


© what is the matter ? then faid the bifhop, 
Or for whom do you make this ado? 

Or why do you kill the king’s ven’fon, » 
When your company is fo few? 


We are thepherds, faid bold Robin: Hood, 
And we keep fheep all; the year ; » 

And we are difpofed to be merry this day, 
And to kill of the king’s fat deer. 


You are brave fellows, faid the bifhop, .: 
And the king of your doings thall know ; 

Therefore make hafte, and come along with me, . 
For before the king you fhall go. 


© pardon,.'O pardon, faid bold Robia Hood, 
O pardon, I thee pray ; 

For it becomes not your Jordfhip’s coat 
To take fo many lives away. 


No pardon, no pardon, fays the bithop, 
No pardon I thee owe 5 . 
Therefore make hafte, and come along with me, 
For before the king you hall gos: 


Ther 
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Then Robin he fet his back againft a tree, 
And his foot againft a thorn ; 

And:from underneath his fhepherd’s coat 
He pull’d out a bugle horn. 


He put the little end to his mouth, 
And a loud blaft he did blow, 

*-Till threefeore and ten of bold Robin’s men 
Came running all on a row ; 


All making obeyfance to bold Robin Hood, 
"Twas a comely fight to fee. 


What is the matter, mafter, faid Little John, » 


That you blow fo haftily ? 


O here is the bifhop of Hereford, 
And no pardon we-fhall have. 

Cut of his head, matter, faid Little John, 
And. throw him into his grave. 


O pardon, O pardon, faid the bifhop, 
O pardon, I thee-pray ; 

For if I had known it had been you, 
I’d have gone fome other way. 


No pardon, no pardon, faid Robin Hood, 
No pardon I thee owe ; 


Therefore make hafte, and come along with me, 


For to merry Barnfdale you fhall go. 
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Then Robin he took the bifhop by the hand; 
And led him to merry Barnfdale; 

He made him to ftay and fup with him that night 
And to drink wine, beer, and ale. 


5 ] 


Call in areckoning, .faid the bifhop, 
For methinks it grows wond’rous high. 
Lend me your purfe, matter, faid Little John, 
And ]’ll tell you bye and bye. 


Then Little John took the bifhop’s cloak, 
And fpread it upon the ground, 

And out of the bifhop’s portmanteau 
He told three hundred pound. 


Here’s money enough, mafter, faid Little John, 
And a comely fight ’tis to fee; 


it makes mein charity with the bifhop, 
Tho’ he heartily loveth not me. 


Robin Hood took the bifhop by the hand, — 
And he caufed the mufic to play ; 


And he made the bifhop to dance in his boots, 
And glad he could fo get away. 


XXXIX, 


OED BALLADS. 215 


XX XIX. 


Robin Hood refcuing the three {quires from Notting- 
ham gallows. 


OLD Robin Hood ranging the foreft all round, 
The foreft all round ranged he; 
O there did he meet with a gay lady, 
She came weeping along the highway. 


Why weep you, why weep you? bold Robin, he faid, 
What weep you for, gold or fee? 

Or do you weep for your maidenhead, 
That is taken from your body? 


I weep not for gold, the lady reply’d, 
Neither do I weep for fee; 

Nor do I weep for my maidenhead, 
That is taken from my body. 


What weep you for then ? faid Jolly Robin, 
I prithee come tell unto me. 

Oh! I doweep for my-three fons, 
For they are all condemned to die. 
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What church have they robb’d, faid jolly Robin, 
Or parifh prieft have they flain? 

What maids have they forced againft their will, 
Or with other men’s wives have lain ? 


No church have they robb’d, this lady reply’d, 
Nor parih prieft have they flain; | 2 

No maids have they forced againit their will,’ 
Nor with other men’s wives have lain. 


What have they done then? faid jolly Robin, 
Come tell me moft fpeedily 3: bond 

Oh! it is for killing the king’s fallow deer, » 
And they are all condemned to die. » 


Get you home, ‘get you home, faid jolly Robin, 
Get you home moft {peedily ; |; WH 2s 
And I will unto fair Nottingham go, 
For the fake of the {quires all three, .’ 


For Nottingham town goes he:, 
O there did he meet with a poor beggar-man} 
He came creeping along the highway, 


Then bold Robin Hood for N ottingham goes,: 


What news, what news ? thou.old beggar-man, 
What news, come tell unto me. 

O there’s weeping and wailing in Nottingham, 

For the death of the {quires all thrée, 
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This beggar-man thad:.a coat/on his back, 
*Twas neither green, yellow, nor red ; 
Bold Robin ‘Hood thought ’twas no difgrace 

‘To be in the beggar-man’s ftead. 


Come pull of thy coat} thou old beggar-man, 
And thou fhalt put-on mine ; 

And forty -good fhillings'I’ll give thee to boot, 
Befides brandy, good beer, ale, and wine. 


Bold Robin Hood then unto Nottingham came, 
Unto Nottingham: town came he ; 

O there did he meet with great mafter fheriff, 
And likewife the ’{quires all three. 


One boon, one boon, faysjolly Robin, 
One boon I beg on my knee, 

That as for the death of thefe three (quires, 
Their hangman I may be. 


Soon granted, foon granted, fays mafter fheriff, 


Soon granted unto thee ; 
And you fhall have all their gay cloathing, 
Ay, and all their white money. 


© I will have none of their gay cloathing, 
Nor none of their white money ; 

But I'll have three blafts on my bugle horn, 

That their fouls to heaven may flee. 
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Then Robin. Hood: mounted-the gallows fo high 
Where he blew loud and fhrill, | 
°Till an hundred and ten of Robin Hood’s men 

Came marching down the green hill. 


Se 


"Whofe men are thefe? fays mafter theriff, 
Whofe men are they, tell:untome ? 

O they are mine, but none of thine, 
And are come for the ’{quires all three. 


O take them, O take them, fays great mafter  theriff, 
O take them along with thee; 


For there’s never.a man in fair Nottingham, - 
Can do the like of thee, 


XL. 
The king’s difguife, and friendthip with Robin Hood. 


ING Richard hearing of the pranks 
K Of Robin Hood and his men, 
‘He muchadmir’d, and more defir’d 
To fee both him and them. 
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Then with a dozen of his lords, 
To Nottingham he rode: 


When he came there, he made good cheer, 


And took up his abode. 


He having ftaid there fome time, 
But had no hopes to fpeed, 

He and his lords, with one accord, 
All put on monks weeds. 


From Fountain-abbey they did ride, 


Down to Barnfdale ; 
Where Robin Hood prepared ftood 


All company to affail. 


The king was higher than the reft ; 
And Robin thought he had 
An abbot been whom he had feen ; 


To rob him he was glad. 


He took the king’s horfe by the head : 


Abbot, fayshe, abide ; 


I am bound to rue fuch knaves as you, 


That live in pomp and pride. 


But we are meffengers from the king, 


The king himfelf did fay ; 
Near to this place, his royal grace 
To fpeak with thee does ftay. 
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God fave the king, faid Robin Hood, 
And :all that with him well ; 

He that does deny hii fovereignty, 
I with he was in hell. 


Thyfelf thou curfet, faid the king, 
For thou atraitor art : . 

Nay, but that you are his meflenger, 
I {wear you lie in heart ; 


For I never yet hurt any man 
That honeft is and true ; 

But thofe who give their minds to live 
Upon other men’s due, 


I never hurt the hufbandman, 
That ufe to till the ground ; 

Nor fpill their blood, that range the wood, 
To follow hawk or hound. 


My chiefeft fpite to clergy is, 
Who in thefe days bear fway ; 

With fryars and monks, with their fine {fpranks, . 
I make my chiefeft prey. . 


But I am very glad, fays Robin Hood, 
That I have met you here ; 

Come, before we end, you fhall, my friend, 

Tate of our green woed cheer, 
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The king he then did marvel muca, 
And fo did all his men ; 
They thought with fear, what kind of cheer 
Robin would provide for them. = 
| ie 


Robin took the king’s horfe by the head, 
And led him to the tent: \_ 

Thou would not be fo us’d, quoth he, ‘i 
But that my king thee fent: 


Nay, more than that, quoth Robin Hood, 
For good king Richard’s fake, 

If you had as much gold as ever I told, 
I would not one penny take. 


Then Robin fet his horn to his mouth, 
And a loud blaft he did blow, 

?T3]] an hundred and ten of Robin Hood’s men 
Came marching all of a row. 


And when they came bold Robin before, 
Each man did bend his knee: 

O, thought the king, ’tis a gallant thing, 
And feemly fight to fee. 


Within himfelf the king did fay, 
Thefe men of Robin Hood’s 

More humble be, than mine to me; 

So the court may learn of the woods. 
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So then they all to dinner went, 
Upon a carpét green ; 

Black, yéllow, red, finely mingled, 
Mott curious to be feen. 


Venifon and fowls were plenty there, 
With fith out of the river: 

King Richard fwore, ori fea or fhore, 
He never was feaited better, 


Then Robin'takes a cann‘of ale: 
Come let us now begin ; 
And every man. fhall have a cann, 


Here’s a health unto the king. 


The king himfelf drank to the king, 
So round about it went ; 

Two barrels of ale, both ftout‘and fale, 
To pledge that health was fpent. 


And after that a bowl of wine 
In his hand took Robin Hood - 
Until I die, I'll drink wine, faid he, 
While I live in the green wood. 


Bend all your bows, faid Robin Hood, 
And with the grey goofe wing 

Such fport now fhow, as you would do 

In the prefence of the king. 
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They thewed fuch brave archery, 
By cleaving ftick and wands, 

That the king did fay, fach:mensas they 
Live not in many lands. : 


Well, Robin Hood, then fays the king, 
1f I could thy pardon get,: 0 ¥ 

To ferve the king in every thing 5. 
Would’ft thou thy mind. fitm fet ? 1) 


Yes, with all my heart, bold Robin faid: 
So they flung off their hoods ; 

To ferve the king in every, thing, 
They fwore they would {pend their blood. 


Fora clergyman was firft my bane, 
Which makes me hate them all ; 
- Butif you'll be fo kind to me, 
Love them again I fhall. 


I amthe king, thy fovereign king, 
That appears before you all. 

When Robin faw that it was he, 
Strait then he down did fall. 


Stand up again, then faid the king ; 

Vll thee thy pardon give : 
Stand up, my friend, who can contend, 
When I give leave to live? 
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So they are all gone to Nottinghain; (9! 
All fhouting as they came; iimaivesia ¥G 
But when the péoplesthem. did fee, 
They thought the king was flain, 


And for that caufe the outlaws were come; 
To rule all as they lift; 3 
And for to fhun, which Way-to ran,i°: 391 
The people did not wift. yn 


The plowman left the Srdtes in the fields, 
The fmith ran from his thop ; 

Old folks alfo, that fearce could 205 
Over their fticks did hop. 


The king foon did let them underftand At 
Fle had been in the greenwood, © ©‘) 29!' 
And from that day for evermore 
He’d forgiven Robin Hood. 


Then the people they did hear, 
And the truth was known ; 
They all did fing, God fave the king, 


Hang care, the town’s our own. 


What’s that Robin Hood ? then {aid the iheriff, 
That varletI do hate; 

Both me and mine he Obie to dine, 

And ferv’d all with one plate. 
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Ho, ho, faid Robin Hood, I know what you mean ; 


Come take your gold again : 
Be friends with me; and I with thee; 
And fo with every man. 


Now, mafter fheriff, you are paid ; 
And fince you are beginner, 

As well as you give me my due, 
For you ne’er paid for that dinner. 


But if thatit fhould pleafe the king; 
So much your houfe to grace ; 
To fup with you for to fpeak true, 

Know you ne’er was bafe. 


The fheriff could not gainfay; 
Fora trick was put upon him } 

A fupper was dreft, the king was a gueft, 
But he thought ’twould have undone him. 


They are all gone to London court, 
Robin Hood with all his train ; 

He once was thete a noble peer, 

And now he’s there again, 
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a. | | XLI. 
ROBIN HOOD and the GOLDEN ARROW. 


HEN as the fheriff of Nottingham 
Was come with mickle gricf, 
He talk’d no good of Robin Hood, 
That ftrong and fturdy thief. 


So unto London road he paft, 
His loffes to unfold 

To king Richard, who did regard 
The tale that he had told. 


Why, quoth the king, what fhall Ido? 
Art thou not fheriff for me ? 

The law is in force, to take thy courfe 
Ofthem that injure thee. © 


Go, get thee gone, and by thyfelf 
Devife fome tricking game, 

For to enthral yon rebels all ; 

Go, take thy courfe with them. 
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So away the fheriff he return’d, 
And by the way he thought 

Of th’words of the king, and how the thing 
To pafs might well be brought. 


For within his mind he imagined, 
That when fuch matches were, 
Thofe outlaws ftout, without all doubt, 
Would be the bowmen there. 


So an arrow with a golden head, 
And fhaft of filver white, 

Who won the day fhould bear away 
For his own proper right. 


Tidings came to bold Robin Hood, 
Under the green-wood tree ; 

Come prepare you then, my merry men, 
We’ll go yon {port to fee. 


With that ftept forth a brave young man, 
David of Doncatter : 

Matter, faid he, be rul’d by me, 
From the green wood we’ll not ftir. 


To tell truth, I’m well inform’d, 


You match it is a wile ; 
The fheriff I wifs devifes this, 
Us archers to beguile. 
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Thou fmells of a coward, faid Robin Hood;' 
Thy words do not pleafe me ; 

Come on’t what will, [’ll try my. fkill 
At yon brave archery. 


O then befpoke brave Little John :: 
Come let us thither gang ; 

Come liften to me how it fhall be, . 
That we need notbeken’d. 


Our mantles all of Lincoln green 

Behind us we will leave ; , Yue 
We’li drefs us all, fo feveral, 

They fhall not us perceive : 


One fhall wear white, another-red, - 
One yellow, another blue; 

Thus in difguife, in. the exercife 
We'll gang, whate’er infue. 


Forth from the green wood they are gone, 
With hearts all firm and ftout, 
Refolving with the fheriff’s men 
To have a hearty ‘bout. 


So themfelves they mixed with the reft, | 
To prevent all fufpicion 5 

For if they thould together hold, 

They thought it no difcretion. 
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So the fheriff looked round about, 
Amongft eight hundred men, 
But could not fee the fight that he 

Had long fufpected then. 


Some faid, if Robin Hood was here, 
And all his men to boot, 
Sure none of them could pafs thefe men, 
So bravely they do fhoot. 


Ay, cuoth the fheriff, and {cratch’d his head, 
I thought he would have been here ; 

I thought he would ; but tho’ he’s bold, 
He durit not now appear. 


O, that word griev’d Robin Hood to the heart ; 
He vexed in his blood : 

Ere long, thought he, thou fhalt well fee. 
That here was Robin Hood. 


Some cried blue Jacket, another cried brown, - 
And athird cried brave yellow’; 
But the fourth man faid; Yon man in red 
In this place has no fellow. 


For that was Robin Hood himfelf, 


For he was cloath’d in red ; 
At every ‘hot the prize he got, 
For he was both fure and dead. 
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ly aH So the arrow with the golden head, 

{eee And fhaft of filver white, 

Brave Robin Hood won, and bore with him 
For his own proper right. 


Thefe outlaws there that very day, 
To fhun all kinds of doubt, 

By three or four, no lefs nor more, 
As they went in came out ; 


Until they all affembled were, 
Under the green-wood fhade, 
Where they relate in pleafent {port 
What brave paftime they made. 


Says Robin Hood, All my care is 
How that yon fheriff may 
Know certainly that it was I 
That bore his arrow away. 


Says Little John, My counfel good 
Did take effeé before ; 

So therefore now, if you’ll allow, 
T will advife once more. 


This I advife, faid Little John, 
That a letter fhall be penn’d, 

And when itis done, to Nottingham 

You to the fheriff fhall fend. 
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"That is well advifed, faid Robin Hood ; 
But how muft it be fent? 

Pugh! when you pleafe, it’s done with eafe, 
Matter, be you content. 


Pll ftick it on my arrow’s head, 
And fhoot it into the town; 

The mark muft fhow where it muft go, 
Whenever it lights down. 


The project it was well perform’d ; 
The fheriff the letter had, 

Which when he read, he {cratch’d his head, | 
And rav’d like one that’s mad. 


So we'll leave him chafing in the greafe, 
Which will do him no good : 

Now, my friends, attend, and hear the end. 
Of honeft Robin Hood. 
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XLII. 
ROBIN HOOD and the VALIANT KNIGHT ; 


3 


Together with an Account ofhis Death and Burial, &c. 
ros) . ; 


t} HEN Rodin Hood, ‘and his merry men all, 
\ A/ Had reigned many years, 
The king was ae told that they had been bold 


To his bifhops andmable: peers. 


‘Tnerefore they calledia council 6f fate, 
To know what was:totbe done, 

For to queil their pride, or eife, they reply’ d, 
‘The land would be over-run. 


Having confulted a whole fummer’s day, 
At length it was agreed, 
‘Phat one fhould be fent to try the event, 


And fetch him away with foeed. 


Therefore a trufty and worthy knight 


The king was pleafed to call, 


Sis William by name: when to him he came; 


He told him his pleafure all; 
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Go from thence to bold Robin Hood, | 
And bid him, without more ado, | 

Surrender himfelf, or elfe the proud elf | 
Shall fuffer with all. his crew. a 


Take here an hundred bowmen brave, 
All chofen men of might, 

Of excellent art for to take thy part, 
In glittering armour bright. 


"Fhen faid the knight, My fovereign hese, 
By me they thall be led ; 

I?]] venture my blood againft Robin Hood, 
‘And brine him: alive or dead. 


One hundred men were chofen fircit, 
As proper as ever men fawie 

On mid-fummer day they marched away, 
To conquer that brave outlaw. 


With loag yew ‘bows, arid shining {pears, 
‘They marched in mickle pride, 

And never délay’d; or halted, ’or Ray’d 
Till they came,to the green-wood fide. 


Said he ¢o his archers, “T'arry here, 
Your bows make ready ‘all, 

That if need fhould be, you may follow me, 

And fee that you obferve my call. 
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Pll go in perfon firft, he cry’d, 
With the letters of my good king, 

Well fign’d and feal’d; and if he will yield, 
We need not draw one ftring, 


He wander’d about ’till at length he came 
To the tent of Robin Hood : 

The letter he fhows ; bold Robin arofe, 
And there on his guard he ftood. 


They’d have me furrender, quoth bold Robin Hood, 
And lie at their mercy then? 

But tell them from me, that never fhall be, 
While I have full feven fcore men. 


Sir William the knight, both hardy and bold, 
Did offer to feize him then, 

Which William Lockfley by fortune did fee, 
And bid him that trick to forbear. 


Then Robin Hood fet his horn to his mouth, 
And blew a blaft or twain ; 

And fo did the knight, at which there in fight 
The archers came all amain. 


Sir William with care he drew up his men, 
And plac’d them in battle array ; 

Bold Robin, we find, he was not behind; 

Now this was a bloody fray : 
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The archers on both fides bent their bows, 
And the clouds of arrows flew 5 

The very firft flight that honour’d knight 
Did there bid the world adieu. 


Yet neverthelefs their fight did laf 
From morning till almoft noon ; 

Both parties were ftout, and loth to give out: 
This was om the laft of June. 


At length they went off; one party they went 
For London with right good will; 

And Robin Hood he to the green wood, 
And there he was taken ill. 


He fent for a monk, to let him blood, 
Who took his life away : 
- Now this being done, his archers they, run, 
It was not time to flay. 


Some went on board, and crofs’d the feas, 
To Flanders, France and Spain, | 
And others to Rome, for fear of their doom, 

But foon return’d again. 


Thus he that never fear’d bow nor fpear, 
Was murder’d by letting of blood ; 

And fo, loving friends, the ftory doth end 
Of valiant bold Robin Hood. 
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There’s nothing remains but his epitaph now, 
Which, reader, here you have. 
To this very day read it you may, 
As it was upon his grave, 


ROBIN H O:OD's*. BE? fT AY: 
Set on his Toms 
By the Priorefs of Birkflay Monaftery, in Yorkthire. 


OBIN, Earl of Huntingdon, 
Lies under this little ftone ; 

No archer was like him fo good; _ 
His wildnefs nam’d him ROBIN HOOD. 
Full thirteen years, and fomething more, 
Thefe northern parts he vexed fore. 
Such outlaws as he and his men 
May England never know again. 
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XLIII. 


A WARNING-PIECE to ENGLAND, againk 
Pride and Wickédnefs : 


Being the fall of queen Eleanor, wife to Edward the 
firftt, king of England ; who, for her pride, by God’s 
judgments, funk into the ground at Charing-crofs, 
and rofe at Queenhithe. 


It can fearce be neceffary to observe, that no one circum 
fiance in thelife of queen Eleanor affords the leaft greund for 
the charges brought againft ber memory in this ballad. Her 
charaéer, by the tefiimony of every hiftortan, appears to 
have been truly amiable; and what zaduced the writer to 
fix thefe groundlefs afperfions on her fame is difficult to ac- 
count for, unle/s vie admit the conjectures of a former editor, 
avhich we frall give the reader in his own words. 


“© T look upon this fang. asa feverefatyr, vrittenin the 
«© days of queen Mary the firfi. Nor is this barely a con- 
<¢ jecture ; for every circumptance which pave advane a, 
«© “to prove that it could not be meaat of queen Eleanor, 
<© feems to confirm its relation to queen Mary. As, the 
«© invention of coaches, ahich is recorded to have been in 
‘<< her cime; ber jealoufy of a woman who was brought to 
«© bed; for queen Mary never had achild, noiwithftand- 
“¢ ug that it had been given oui ti all churches that fhe 
<< avas big, and publick prayersmace fer ber fafe delivery. 
‘© Nor can it be thought absurd, that fhe foould be call’d a 
‘< Spaniard ; for foe was daughter to Katherine, anin- 
6° fante 
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«<< fanta of Spain, and (after her Coronation) marry’d to 
“* Philip, prince of Spain. I do not know what particu- 
°° lar fa is meant, by her ufage of the mayor of London’s 
“* wife; but I am apt to think at fpoken of her cruelties 

in general :-And her being fwallow’d up, feems to be 
a threat of the poet’s, that unle/s foe amended, ven- 
geance would overtake her. A plan for this fatyr 
being thus form’d, I am apt to think, our poet look’d 
“* back for a Spanifh queen, that he might the better dif- 
<* guile his fatyr, and not lay himfelf fo open to cenfure, as 
“* be would otherwife have been - And, probably Eleanor 
“* avas the firft Spanifh prince/s whofe name he met avith. 
“* Probably, he chofe out this pious queen, that people might 
“* eafily fee, tho’ itwas faid, it could not be meant of ber ; 
““ and, perhaps, he was glad to mention one Jo gocd and 

virtuous, that people might look back upon her hiftory, 
“* and fee the difference between her and the b; sotted queen, 
“* avho then frvay’d the Englife feeptre.’’ 
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i HEN Edward was in England king, 
| The fir of all that name, 
oa) Proud Ellinor he made his queen, 
A ftately Spanith dame: 
Whofe wicked life, and finful pride, 
Thro’ England did excel ; 
To dainty dames, and gallant maids, 
This queen was known full well. 


She was the firft that did invent 

In coaches brave to ride ; 
She was the firf that brought this land 
‘To deadly fin of pride. 
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No Englith taylor here could ferve 
To make her rich attire ; | 
But fent for taylors into Spain, | 
To feed her vain defire. ; | 


They brought in fafhions ftrange and new, 
With golden -garments bright ; i 

The farthingale, and mighty ruff, : | 
With gowns of rich delight : | 

The London dames, in Spanith pride, 
Did flourifh every where ; 

Our Englifh men, like women then, 
Did wear long locks of hair. 


oth man and child, both maid and wife, 

Were drown’d in pride of Spain; __ 

And thought the Spanith taylors then 
Our finglifh men did fain : 

Whereat the queen did much defpight, 
To fee our Englifh men 

Jn veftures clad, as brave to fee, 
As any Spaniard then. 


She crav’d the king, that ev’ry mar 
That wore long locks of hair, 

Might then be cut and polled all, 
Or fhaved very near. 
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Whereat the king did-feem content, 
And foon thereto aereed ; 

| And firft commanded, that his own 

Wy Should then be cut with fpeed ; _ 


And after that, to pleafé his. queén, 
Proclaimed thto’ the land, 

That ev’ry man that wore long hair 
Should poll him out of hand. : 
But yet this Spaniard, not content, 

‘T’o women bore a fpite, 
And then requefted of the king, 
Againft all law and right, 


> 


That ev’ry womankind fhould have 
Their right breaft cut away ; 
And then with burning irons fear’d, 
The blood to ftanch and ftay ! 
King Edward then perceiving ‘well 
Her {pite to womankind, © ~ , 
Devifed foon by policy, ki 
To turn her bloody mind ; 


He fent for burning irons ftrait; 

All fparkling hot to fee ; 
And iaid, ‘*.O queen, come on thy way ; 
“« T will begin with thee.”’ 
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Which words did much difpleafe the queen, 
That penance to begin ; 

But afk’d him pardon on her knees ; 
Who gave her grace therein. 


But afterwards fhe chane’d to, pafs 

Along brave London ftreets, 
Whereas the mayor of Lotidon’s wife 

In ftately fort fhe meets ; 

With mufic, mirth,. and melody, 
Unto the church they went, 

To give God thanks, that to'th’ lord: mayor 
A noble fon had fent. | 


It grieved much this fpiteful queen; 
To fee that any one 

Should fo exceed in mirth’and joy, 
Except herfelf alone : 

For which, fhe after did devife 
Within her bloody mind, 

And praétis’d ftill moft fecretly 
To kill this lady kind. © ~ 


Unto the mayor.of London then 
She fent her letters ftraight, 

To fend his lady to the court; 
Upon her grace to wait. 
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But when the Leadon lady came 
Before proud El’nor’s face ; 

She ftript her from her rich array, 
And kept her vile and bafe. 


She fent her into Wales with {peed, 
And kept her fecret there; 

And us’d her ftill more cruelly | 
Than ever man did hear. 

She made her wafh, the’ made her archi: 
She made her drudge alway ; . 

She made her nurfe up children fmall, 
And labour night and day. 


But this contented notthe queen, 
But fhew’d her moft defpite ; 

She bound this lady to a poft, 
Attwelvea clock at night. . 

Andas, poor lady, fhe ftood bound,. 
The queen (in angry mood) 

Did fet two fnakes unto her-breaft,. 
That fuck’d away her blood; 


Thus dy’d the mayor of London’ ‘$ wife 

Mott grievous for to hear aoc 
Which made the Spaniard grow ‘more proud, 
As after fhall APP 
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The wheat that daily made her bread, 
Was bolted twenty times ; 

The food that fed this ftately dame, 
Was boil’d in coftly wines. 


‘The water that did fpring from ground, 
She would not touch at all; 
But wafh’d her hands with the dew of heav’n, 
That on {weet rofes fall. 
She bath’d her body many a time 
In fountains fill’d with milk ;: 
And ev’ry day did change attire, 
In coftly Median filk, 


But coming then to’London back, 
Within her coach of gold, 

_A tempeft ftrange within the fkies 
This queen did there behold : 

Out of which ftorm fhe could not go; 
But there remain’¢ & fpace ; 

Four horfes could not ftir the coach 
A foot out of the place. 


A judgement lately fent from heav’n, 
For fhedding guiltlefs blood, 

Upon this finful queen, that flew 
The London lady good! 
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King Edward then, as wifdom will’d, 
Accus’d her of that’deed ; 

But the deny’d, and wifh’d that God 
Would fend his wrath with fpeed ; 


If that upon fo vile a thing 
Her heart did ever think, 

She with’d the ground might open wide; 
And fhe therein might fink ! 

With that at Charing-crofs fhe funk 
{nto the ground alive ; 

And after rofe with life again, 
In London, at Queenhithe. 


When, after that, the laaguifh’d fore 
Full twenty days in pain, 

At laft confefs’d the lady’s blood 
Her guilty hand had flain : 

And likewife, how that by a fryar 
She had a bafe-born child ; 

Whofe finful lufts, and wickednefs, 

Wer marriage-bed defil’d. 


Whus have you heard the fall of pride; 
A juk reward of fin ; | 

For, thofe that will forfwear themfelves, 
God’s vengeance daily wm. 
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Béware of pride; ye courtly dames, 
Both wives and maidens all ; 

Bear this imprinted on your mind, 
That pride muft have a fall, 


XLIV. 
A Nie is Hb age Oo IGOR Ak tA Ds 


On the memorable battle of Bannockburn, fought on 
the 25th of June, 1314. 


The chronological order in whith this collefion of bal- 
lads is formed, requires that the following performance 
foould be inferted here, though written by a modern hand. 
It is printed froma magazine lately publifbed in Scotland. 
The event upon which it is founded, Jo truly fatal to the 
Englifh forces, is related in Hume’s hiftory of England, 
vol.2, ps 3515 8v0. edit. 


ROM the ocean emerged bright Phebus’s ray, 
Big with the importance of Bannockburn’s day ; 
To deck out the pomp of the broad fhining field, 
Which now a glittering harveft of launces did yield. 
Refolv’d on a conqueft of Scotia’s plains, 
To annex them for ever to England’s domains, 
Bold Edward, with the hugeft hoft e’er England did 
produce, 
With haughty ftrides advanced to dethrone Robert 
Bruce. 
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From an army compos’d of an hundred thoufand mer, 
Well ferv’d in every article to fight upon the plain 5 

| Where the whole ftrength of England collected you 
i | might fee, - 

Who could not dream of any thing but certain victory. 
i So confident of fuccefs, a bard they brought along, 

ha To celebrate the glory of their ations in a fong ; 
And in their retinue they brought fome waggon loads 
of chains, 


To lead their Scottifh captives in triumph o’er the 
plains. . | 


An Afiatic luxury, their. camp did overfpread, 

Up from the meaneft centinel to Edward their head ; 

Of difcipline regardlefs, the defpicable few, 

They dreamt the very fight of their numbers would 
fubdue. 

Whilft Englifh oaths from line to line did like to mii 
dew flee, 

The little Scottifh army was found upon their knee, 

‘The aid of heav’n imploring for a diftreffed land ; 

Then ftarting to their feet, they grafp’d their weas 
pons in their hand, 


Towards Stirling a march the lord Clifford did feal, 

But the bold earl of Murray upon him did wheel ; 

Their {pears made fuch havock, tho’ with foes encom-. 
pafs’d round, 

That many gallant Englifhmen lay gafping.on the 

os ground, 
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The facred love of liberty did like a god infpire, 

And madetheir haughty num’rous foes moft prudently 
retire ; 

Precipitate inglorious flight was all they could attempt, 

While th’ hardy Scots harrafs’d their rear almoft to 
Edward’s camp. 


King Robert gave his orders in front of the line, 

Where in refulgent armour he royally did fhine, 

Which pointed him out to a bold Englith knight, 

Who from the reft detach’d himfelf with Robert for to 
fighipin 4 

With ardour on the wings of hope, advancing with 
his fpear, 

But Robert with his battle-axe met him in full career, 

And thro’ the temper’d. fhining helm did cleave his 
head in two, . 

Till reeling to the earth with a thudd he did go. 


Such two fuccefsful precludes-did raife king Robert’s 
heart, 7. 

And fir’d each Scottifh warrior his courage to exert ; 

Then brazen trumpets flourifhing with peals of death 
did ring, 

Each army join’d in loud huzza’s, and cry’d, Lon, 
live our king! 

The hurricane of doubtful war began on ev’ry fide, 

And death in every awful form did o’er the field prefide. 
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O mufe! thy kind affiftance lend to paint the warlike 
{cene, 


Elfe defcription will be loft in fo lofty a theme. | 


From twanging ftrings the deadly thafts did fly as thick 
as hail, 

The jav’lins, fpears, and faulchions, as fiercely did 
prevail. 

Each combatant on either fide fuch valour did difplay, 

As on his fingle arm had hung the fuccefs of the: day. 

Renowned chiefs in fhining fteel beftrow’d the goryplain, 

Till room was hardly left to fight for mountains of the 
flain. ; 

The limpid ftream of Bannockburn, which wont 
{o {mooth to glide, 

Was totally converted toa fanguinary tide. - 


_As a rock in the ocean with fortitude braves 

‘Th’ impetuous affault of the proud {welling waves, 

When with formidable efforts they beat the folid ftone, 

‘Which repels the angry furges in white lafhing foam ; 

Thus the hardy Scots intrepidly their num’rous foes 
repell’d, ESA 

On right and left with total rout their boafted courage 
quell’d, 

‘This Edward in the center faw, and grieved at the fight, 

To find no other fafety left but in a fpeedy flight. 
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On ahill a little diftant unarmed fwains beheld 

The huge devaftation and carnage of the field ; 

Exulting they gavea fhout which made the hills refound: 

And the fluétuating enemy did totally confound. 

A gen’ral panic then prevail’d, inglorious flightenfu’d, 

Lord Douglas with light-armed horfe moft vigoroully 
purfu’d, 

Till Edward reached to Dunbar, where joyoufly he faw 

A {curvy fifhing-boat, in which he meanly fneak’d 


awa’. 


Thus ended the dread campaign of Edward the great, 
Thus vanifh’d into fmoke every formidable threat 5 
While the richesof his camp did repay the victors toil, 
Who glorioufly expos’d their lives to guard the Scottith 

foil. 
The generous love of liberty, our country and ourlaws» 
Thus fir’d our noble anceftors to fight in freedom’s 
caufe ; 


They boldly fought for liberty, for honour and applaufe, 


And defy’d the power of England’s king to alter their 


laws. 


G, Wilson. 
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A fong of queen Ifabel,. wife to king Edward IL. with 
the downfall of the Spencers. 


ROUD were the Spencers, and of.condition ill: 
All England, and the king ikewite, 
They ruled at thein will < 
And many lords and nobles: of the land, 
Through their occafions loft;their lives, 
And none did them withftand : 


And at the laft they did increafe much grief 
Between the king and Mabel, 

His queen and faithful wife : 
So that her life fhe dreaded wondrous fore, 
And caft within her fecret thoughts 

Some prefent help therefore. 


Then fhe requefts with count’nance grave and fage, 
That fhe to Thomas Becket’s tomb 

Might go in pilgrimage. 
Then being joyful to have the happy chance ; 
Her fon and fhe took fhips with fpeed, - 


And failed into France : 
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And royally the was received then 
By the king and all the reft 

Of peers and noblemen : 
And unto him at laft fhe did exprefs 
The caufe of her arrival there, 

Her care and heavinefs. 


When as her brother her grief did underftand, 
He gave her leave to gather men 
Throughout his famous land ; 
And made a promife to aid her evermore, 
As oft as fhe fhould ftand in need 
Of gold and filver ftore : 


But when indeed the did require the fame, 
He was as far from doing it, 

Aswhen fhe thither came ; 
And did proclaim, whilft matters were fo, 
That none on pain of death fhould go 

To aid the Englith queen. 


This alteration did greatly grieve the quecn, 
That down along her comely face 
The bitter tears were feen : 


When fhe perceiv’d her friends forfook her fo, 


She knew not, for her fafety, 
Which way to turn or go ; 
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But through good liap, at laft fhe then decreed, 
To feek in fruitful Germany 
| } Some fuccour to this neéd : 
i | And to Sir John Hainault then went fhe, 
Who entertain’d this woful queen 
With great folemnity. 


And with great forrow to him fhe then complain’d 
Of all her griefs and injuries, 

Which fhe of late fuftain’d : 
So that with weeping the dim’d her princely fight ; 
The caufe whereof did greatly grieve 

That noble courteous knight ; 


& 


Who made an oath he would her champion be, 
Awd in her quarrel {pend his blood, 
:| rom wrong to fet her free : 
/ And all my friends with whom I may prevail, 
Shall help for to advance your ftate, 

Whofe truth no time fhall fail. 
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And in his promife mot faithful he was found, 


find many lords of great account 


Were imhis voyage bound. 
So fetting forward with a goodly train, 
& 1 


Atlength through God’s; efpecial grace, 


Ento England they came: 
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At Harwich then, when they were afhore, 
Of Englifh lords and barons bold, 

There came to her great ftore: 
Which did rejoice the queen’s afflicted heart, 
That Englifh lords in fuch fort 

Came for to take her part. 


When as king Edward thereof did underftand, 
How that the queen with fuch a power 
Was enter’d on his land ; 


And how his nobles were gone to take her part ; 


He fled from London prefently, 
Even with a heavy heart: . 


And with the Spencers unto Briftol did ge, 
To fortify that gallant town, 

Great cof he did beftow ; 
Leaving behind, to govern London town; 
The fout bifhop of Exeter, 
’ ‘Whofe pride was foon pull’d down. 


The mayor of London, with citizens great ftore, 


The bifhop and the Spencers both 
In heart they did abhor ; 


Therefore they took him without fear or dread, 


And at the ftandard in Cheapfide 
They foon {mote off his head. 
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Unto the queen this meflage then they fent, 
The city of London was 

At her commandement : 
Wherefore the queen, with all her company, 
Did ftrait to Briftol march amain, 

Wherein the king did lie: 


Then the befieg’d the city round about, 
Threatning fharp and cruel death 
To thofe that were fo ftout ; 
Wherefore the townfmen, their children and their Wives, 
Did yield the city to the queen 
For fafeguard of their lives : 


Where was took, the ftory plain doth tell 
ir Hugh Spencer, and with him 
The earl of Arundel. 
This judgment juft the nobles did fet down, 
They fhould be drawn and hanged both, 
In fight of Briftol town. 


> 


Then was king Edward in the caitle there, 
And Hugh Spencer ftill with him, 

In dread and deadly fear ; 
And being prepar’d from thence to fail away, 
The winds were found contrary, 
‘They were enforc’d to ftay : 
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But at laft Sir John Beaumont, knight, 

Did bring his failing fhip to fhore, 
And fo did flay their flight : 

And fo thefe men were taken fpeedily, 

And brought as prifoners to the queen, 
Which did in Briftol lie. 


The queen, by counfel of the lords and barons bold, 
To Barkley fent the king, | 
There to be kept in hold: 
And young Hugh Spencer, that did much ill procures 
Was to the marfhal of the hof 
Sent unto keeping fure. 


And then the queen to Hereford took her way, 
With all her warlike company; 
Which late in Briftol lay : 
And here behold how Spencer was 
From town to town, €éven as the queen 
To Hereford did pafs ; 


Upona jade, which they by chance had found, 
Young Spencer mounted was, 

With legs and hands faft bound: 
Awriting-paper, along as he did go, 
Upon his head he had to wear, 
Which did his treafon fhow: 
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And, to deride this traytor lewd and ill, 
Certain men with reeden-pipes 

Did blow before him ftill. 
Thus was he led along im every place,. 
i While many people did rejoice. 

; | To fee his ftrange difgrace. 


When. unto. Hereford our noble queen was:come, 
She did affemble all the lords 

And knights, both all and-fome ; 
And in their prefence young Spencer judgment had, 
To be both hang’d and quartered, _ 

His treafons were fo bad. 


Then was the king-depofed. of his crown ; 
From rule and princely dignity 

The lords did caft him down : 
And in his life, his fon both wife and fage, 
Was crowned king of fair England, 
At fifteen years of age. 
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King Edward the Second, being fent prifoner to Bark- 
ley-caftle by queen [abel his wife, was depofed by 
his nobles, and his fon Edward made king in his 
ftead ; the queen caufing letters to be written to 
make him away. , | 


Reprinted from The Garland of Delight. 


HEWN Ifabella, fair England’s queen, 
In woful wars victorious had been, 
Our comely king, her hufband dear, 
Subdu’d by ftrength, as did appear, 
By her was fent to prifon ftrong, 
For having done his country wrong. 
In Barkley caftle caft was he, 
Depriv’d of royal dignity : 
Where he was kept in woful wife, 
His queen did him fo much defpifes 0 9"... > 
There did he live in woful ftate, ; 
Such is,womén’s deadly hate, a 
When fickle fancy follows change, 
And luftful thoughts begin to range. 
Lord Mortimer was fo in mind, 
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And none was known a greater foe 

Unto king Edward in his woe, 

‘Than Ifabel his crowned queen, 

As by the fequel fhall be feen. PA , LO 
While he in prifon poorly lay, > Fis eee 
A parliament was held ftraightway-; 
What time apace his foes did bring 
Bills of complaintagainft the king : 
So that the nobles of the land, 
When they the matter throughly fcann’d,. 
Pronounced then thefe fpeeches plain, 

He was not worthy for to reign : 

Therefore they made a flat decree, 

He fhould forthwith depofed be; . @ee 

And his fon Edward, young of years, 

Was judged by hie-noble peers 

Moft meet to wear the princely crown,, 

His father being thus pull’d down. 

Which word then when, the queen did hear, 
(Diffemblingly as did appear) 

She wept, fhe wail’d, and rung her hands, 
Before the lords whereas fhe ftands ; 

Which when the prince her fon did fee, 

He fpake thefe words moft courteoufly 3.7” Pa 
My {weet qeeen mother, weep not fo,, “-s : 
Think not your fon will feek your woe; 
Though Englifh lords chufe me their king, 

My own dear father yet living, 

Phink not therefexe- I will confent,. 

Except my father be content, 
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And with good will his crown refign, 
And grant it freely to be mine : 
Therefore, queen mother, think no ill 


In me or them for their good will. “7-2, 


Then divers lords, without delay, ~ 
Went to the king, whereas he lay, 
Declaring how the matter flood, 

And how the peers did think it good 
Tochufe his fon their king to be, 

If that he would thereto agree, 

For to refign the princely crown, 
And all the titleg of renown : 

If otherwife, they told him plain; 
A ftranger fhould the fame attain. 
Thefe doleful tidings mot unkind 
Did fore afflict king Edward’s mind :. 
But when he faw no remedy, 

He did unto their wills agree ; 

And bitterly he did lament, 

Saying, the Lord that plague had ferit 
For his offence and vanity, 

Which he would fuffer patiently, 
Befeeching all the lords at laf, 


For to forgive all that was paft. Lom 


When thus he was depofed quite > 

Of that which was his lawful right, 
In prifon was he kept full clofe 
Without all pity orremorfe ; 

And thofe that fhewed him favour ftill 
Were. taken from him with ill will ; 
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Which when the-earl- of Kent did hear, 
Who wasin blood to him full near, 

He did intreat moft beHby ea 

For hisreleafe and liberty. . 
His words did much the queen difpleate, 
Who faid he liv’d too much at eafe ; 
Unto the bifhop fhe did go, 

Of Hereford, his deadly foe, 

And cruel letters made him write. 
Unto his keepers with defpite : 

You ars too kind to him (quoth fhe) 


Henceforth more ftricter look yoube. _ crag hele { 
And in their writing > fabtilly 
They fent them ces that he fhould dye: <Ene _ 


The lord Matrevers all difmaid, 
Unto Sir Thomas Gurney-faid : . 
The queen is much difpleas’d(quoth he). 
For Edward’s too much liberty, 

And by her letters doth bewray 

That foon he fhall be made away. 

>Tis beft (Sir Thomas then reply’d) 

The queen’s watt fhould not be deny’d; 
Whereby we fhall have her good will, 
And keep ourfelves in credit full. 
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On the lamentable and cruel murther of king Edward 
the fecond ; who, beingin prifon, had poifon mingled 
with his meat, and efcaped that with other wicked. 
practices; and afterwards was lamentably murthered 
in his bed with a hot burning fpit. 

Carentan he: Sb aicbcb ile Aes (ee 


Reprinted from The Garland of Delight. 
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e-PHE king’s curft keepers aiming at reward, 
{ Hoping for favour of the furious queen, 
On wretched Edward had they no regard 3 

’ Par from their hearts was mercy moved clean 5 
Wherefore they mingled poifon with his meat, 
Which made the man moft fearful for to eat: 


For, by the tafte, he oftentimes fafpected 
The venom couchedina dainty dith ; 
That his fair body was full fore infected, 
So ill they {piced both his flefy and fifth : 
But his ftrong nature all their craft beguiles, 
The poifon breaking forth in blains and biles. 
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| The ftench thereof might be compared nigh — 


Phen fo the 4ink of that corrupted den fonetl f 
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An ugly {cab o’er-fpreads his lilly tkin, 

Foul blotches break upon his. manly. face ; 
Thus fore without, and forrowful within, Pay 

The defpis’d man doth live in woful cafe; “a Pou# OP oo 
Like to alazar did he then abide, , | 
That fhews his fores along the high-way fide, 


But when this, prov’d not to their mind, . Bee fei x 
And that they faw he liv’d in their defpight, 
Another damn’d device then ded they find, 
By ftinking favours for to choak him quite; 
In an odd corner did they lock him faft, 


_y, Hard by the which thé carrion they did caf. 
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To that foul lake where curfed Sodom ftood, a , } 

‘That poifon’d birds that-over it did flye, erted, } 
Even by,the favoury of that filthy mud; | 


Was able for to choak ten thoufand men, 
But all in vain, it would not do (God wot) 
His good complexion ftill drove out the fame, 


, Like to the boiling of a feething pot, 


That cafts the {cum into the fiery flame: ; 
Thus ftillhe liv’d, and living thusthey fought bet 
His death, »whofe:downfall was already wrought, 
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Loathing his life, at temgth his keepers came 


f night, 


Into his chamber in the dead o 


And without noife they entered foon the fame, 
With weapons drawn and torches burning bright, 

Where the poor prifoner, faft aileep in bed, 

Lay on his belly, nothing under’s head. 


The which advantage when the murderers faw, 
A heavy table on him they did throw ; 


W herewith awak’a 


, his breath he fearg¢¢ could draw 


With weight whereof kept him under fo: 
p the clothes above his hips, 
kly fkips. 


Then turning u 
"To hold his legs a couple quic 


rs, who a horn had got, 


Which far into his fundamentthey thruft ; 
Another with a fpit se¢ burning hot, 
gh the horn then-he ftrongly pufht, 
trails in moft cruel wife, 
y moft lamentable crys : 


Then came the murthere 


poate throu 
Among his in 
Forcing thereb 


And while within his body they di 
The burning fpit, ftill rouling u 


d keep 
p and down, 


hered man did weep, 
’d many in the town; 
5 death drew near, 


Mott mournfully the murt 


Whofe agjgful noife wak 
Who, guefling by his cries hi 


Took great compaflion on th#g noble peer. 
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And at each bitter fhriek which he did make, 
They pray’d to God for to receive his foul: 
His ghaftly groans infore’d their hearts to ake, 
Yet none durft go to caufe the bell! to toul. 
4h me! wome.! alack, alack, he cry’d; = Arex trani!/ 
And long it was before the time he dy’d. 


f 


Strong was hisheart, and long it was, God knows, 
Ere lig gould ftoop unto the ftroke ef death ; 


 Firft was ifwounded with a thoufand woes, 


Before he did refign his vital breath. 
And being murthered thus, asyou didhear, Sy / 
No outward hurt upon him did appear. ‘ 


This cruel murther beng brought to pafs, 
The lord Matrevers to the court did hie, 
To thew the queen her will performed was ; 
Great recompence he thought to get thereby ; 
But when the queen the fequel underftands, 
Diffemblingly the weeps, and wrings her hands, 


Accurfed traytor ! haft thou flain (quoth fhe) 
My noble wedded lord in fuch a fort? 

Shame and confufion ever light. on thee+ 
Oh how I grieve to hear this vile report ! 


5 


Peace, curfed viHetn, from my fight, fhe faid, <~ tive f 
That haft of me a woful widow made, 
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‘Then all abafh’d, Matrevers goes his way, 

The faddeft man that ever life did bear ; 
And to Sir Thomas Gurney did bewray 

What bitter fpeech the queen did give him there. 
Then did the queen outlaw them both together, 
And banifh’d them fair England’s bounds for ever. 


Thus the diffembling queen did feek to hide 
The heinous aét by her own means effected : 

The knowledge of the deed fhe ftill deny’d, 
That the of murther might not be fufpected ; 

But yet for all the fubtlety the wrought, 

The truth unto the world was after brought. 
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The doleful lamentation of the lord Matrevers and fir 
Tho. Gurney, being banifhed the realm ; and after 
three years banifhment, fir Tho. Gurney coming to- 
wards England to his lady and children, was behead~ 
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Reprinted from The Garland oe Delichte 
LAS, that ever this day we did fee, 


That falfe {miling fortune fo fickle fhould be ; 


Our miferies are many, our woes without end, 
To purchafe us favour we both did offend. 
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Our deeds have deferved both forrow and fhame, ) 
But wo worth the perfons procured the fame, 
i Alack and alack, with grief we may cry; 
i That ever we forced king Edward to dye. 
| 


a The bithop of Hereford ill may he fare, 
of He wrofge’ us a letter eH-canninge-and rare ; few Sable 
; 4 rip = . e wi 
To kill princely Edward fear not, it is good ; 


Thus much by the letter we then underftood : 


pee! But curft be the time,we took it in hand, ~ 
To follow fuch counfel and wicked command ; 
Alack and alack, with grief we may cry, 
That ever we forced king Edward to dye. 


Forgive us, fweet Saviour, that damnable deed, 
Which caufeth with forrow our hearts for to bleed, © 
ni And taking compaffion upon our diftrefs, 
Put far from thy prefence our great wickednefs ;\ 


Fa 
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With tears all bedewed for mercy wecry, 4“ 
ef And do not thy penitent mercy deny. 
Ld ek 
Alack and alack, with grief we may fay, 


y 


That ever we made king Edward away ; 


For this we have loft our goeds and our land, 
Our caftles and towers fo flately de ftand, dé. 


¢ — 
Our ladies and babies are turn’d out of door, 


Bi ae } Like comfortlefs captives both naked and poor ;.} 


Both 
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Both friendlefs and fatherlefs do they complain, / 
For gone are their comforts that fhould them maintain: 
Alack and alack, and alas, may we cry, | 
That ever we forced king Edward to dye. | 
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And while we go wringing gy hands up and down, ) 
In feeking for fuccour from town unto town, 

All wrapped in wretchednefs do we remain, 
Tormented, perplexed with dolour and pain :/ 


Defpifed, difdained, and banifhed quite  ~ 
The coaft,of our country fo {weet id our fight, 
Alack and alack, and alas, may we cry, 
That ever we forced king Edward to dye. 
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Then farewell, fair England, wherein we were born ; 
Our friends and our kindred dd hold us in {corn ; 
Our honours and dignities quite have we loft, 
Both profit and pleafure our fortune hath croft; /) 


Our parks and our chafes, our manfions fo fair, 
Our gems and our jewels moft precious and rare. 

Alack and alack, and alas,(wefmayycry, Ly 
That ever we forced king Edward to dye. | 


Then farewell, dear ladies, and moft loving wives, 
Might evr-miferies ead with lofs of our lives 5 ase Mian? gome, 
Then our filly children, that-beg at your hand, a fief t 
yy / In grief and calamitiey long thould not ftand ;/ 
| 


For 
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/ . For yet in their country defpifed fhould be,/ 
sree}. Chatlately wefé honoured of every degree. 
Alack and alack, wath-grief may. frexry, Beal) wiht fc 
‘Phat ever we forced king Edward to dye. f 


mh fot In countrys unknown we range to and fro, 
| Cloying men’s ears with report of our woe ; 
| zs  QOur food Meroe berries, green banks are our bed, ij 
a : The trees ferve for houfés to cover our headg ; 7\ 0, 
| Brown bread to our tafte is moft de aimty and fweet,/ 
Our drink is cold water ae up at our feet. 


Be ii) ater? Alack and alack, witheriefqemayicry, co 
a That ever we forced king Edward to dye. 


Thus having long wandred m hunger and.-cold, 
ie a Defpifing life’s fafety, moft defperate bold, 
aM Sir Thomas Gurney towards Biglend doth go, 


3 
4 


For love of his lady diftreffed with woe. } 


H 
| 
{ 
aaa How happy and bieffed were I, / 
| , To fee my fweet chil Idren and wife ere I dye ? 
’ Alack “nt alack, with erief may we cry, 


That ever’we made king Edward to dye. 


But three years after this woful exile, 
Behold how fale fortune his thoughts dr beguile, 
Coming towardg England, was took by the way: 
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Commandment was fent by one called Lea, / 
He fhould be beheaded forthwith on the fea. 
Alack and alack, and alas, may-we cry, | 
That ever we forced king Edward to dye. 

\ 

| 


‘Thus was Sir Thomas difpatched of life, ! 
In coming to vifit his forrowful wife ; 

Who was cut off from his wifhed defire, 
Which he in his heart fo much did require.) 


And never again his lady did he fee, 
Nor his poor children in their milery. . 

Alack and alack, and alas, amay-we cry, ote 
That ever we forced king Edward to dye. 


The lord Matrevers (the ftory doth tell} 
In Germany after long time@id-heuwell, (7) 
In fecret’manner, for fear to be feen - 
By any perfon, that favour’d the queen °) 


i 


And there at laft in great miferys - 


He ended his life moft penitently. 
Alack and alack, and alas, did he eryy Fam | 
That ever he-fereed king Edward tad yer ee 


ALIX. 


. ie. ¥. ae 2 Rr 
an Sieg! tag, he eee 


a 


> 


sgn asap 


OLD +.B AB Das. 


we) 
~~ 
@ 


ALIX. 


Of king Edward the third and the fair countefs of Sa- 
ng forth her conitancy and endlefs glory. 


] 
4a 
” 


lifpury, fett 


In Mr, Capell’s prolufions, or fele@ pieces of ancient po- 
etry, is printed a dramatic performance, the fubje& of 
whichis, the amour between king Edward and the counte/s 
of Salifoury. This play he fuppofed to have been the pro- 
du&ion of Shake/peare. The circumprances in the ballad and 
the play are alike, but whether either was taken from the 


other we are unable to determine. 


W HEWN as Edward the third did live, 
That valiant king, 
David of Scotland to rebel 
Did then begin : 
The town of Berwick fuddenly 
From us he won, 
And burnt Newcaftle to the greund ; 
Thus ftrife began ;. 
To Roxbury caftle march’d he then, 
And by the force of warlike men, 
Befieg’d therein a gallant fair lady, 
While that her hufband was in France, 
Fis country’s honour to advance, 
The noble and famous earl of Salifbury. 
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Brave fir William Montague 

Rode then in ha 
Who deelared unto the king, 

The Scottifh men’s boaft : 
Who, like a lion in his rage, 

Did ftraitway prepare 
For to deliver that fair lady 

From woful cz e 
But when the sai men did hear Gy 
Edward our king was come that day, 


They rais’d their fiege, and ran away with fear 


So when that he did thither come, 
With warlike trumpet, fife and drum, 
None but a gallant lady met he there. 


Whom when he did with greedy eyes 
Behold and fee, 
Her peerlefs beauty did enthrall 
His majefty : 
And ever the longer that he look’d, 
The more he might ; 
For in her only beauty w 
His heart’s delight. 
And humbly then upon her knee 
She thank’d his royal majeity, 
That he had driven danger from her gate. 
Lady, quoth he, fland up in peace 
Altho’ my war doth now tiered 


Lord keep (quoth fhe) all hurt from your flates 


Now 


Sas es Bree 
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i | Now is the king full fad in foul, 

| And wots not why ; 

i | And for the love of the fair countefs 

i.) Of Salifbury. 

A She little knowing his caufe of grief, 
Did conte to fee 

iyi) Wherefore his highnefs fate alone 

| So heavily : 

I have been wrong’d, fair dame, quoth he, 

| Since I came hither unto thee. 

a) No, God forbid, my fovereign, faid fhe ; 
fi IfI were worthy for to know 

The caufe and ground of this your woe, 
You fhould be help’d, if it did lie in me. 


Swear to perform thy word to me, 
Thou lady gay; 
T’o thee the forrows of my. heart 
I will betray. ' 
~- ‘J fwear by all the faints in heaven 
. I will, quoth the; 
{ ! And let my lord have no. miftruft 
f At all in me. ' 
Then take thyfelf afide, he faid ; 
For why, thy beauty hath betray’d ; 
Wounded a king with thy bright thining-eye: 
If thou do then fome mercy fhow, . 
| Thou halt expel a princely woe ; 
| So fhall I live ;. or elfe in forrow dies 


- 


You have your with, my fovercign lord, 


Effegtually ; 


‘Take all the leave that I can give 


Your majefty. 


But on thy beauty all my joys 

Have their abode. 

Take thou my beauty from my face, 
My gracious lord. 

Did’ft thou not {wear to grant my will? 
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That I may, I will fulfl. 


All then for my love, let my true love be feen. 
My lord, your fpeech I might reprove ; 

You canhot give to me your love, 

For that belongs unto your queen. 


But I fuppofe your grace did this 


Only to try, 


Whether a wanton tale might tempt 
Dame Salifbury. 

Not from yourfelf therefore, my liege, 
My fteps do ftray ; 

But from your wanton tempting tale 


I go my way. 


O turn again, my lady bright! 

Come unto me, my heart’s delight ! 

Gone is’ the comfort of my penfive heart 5 
Here comes the earl of Warwick, he 

‘The father of this fair lady; 

My mind to him I mean for to impart. 


Vou. I. 
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Why is my lord and fovereign king 
So griev’d in mind? 
Becaufe that I have loft the thing 
I cannot find. 
What thing is that, my gracious-lord, 
Which you have loft? 
It is my heart, which is near dead 
Betwixt fire and froft. 
Curs’d be that fire and froft too, 
That caufed this your highnefs woe. 
© Warwick! thou doft wrong me ey fore ; 
It is thy daughter, noble earl, 
That heav’n-bright lamp! that peerlefs pearl { 
Which kills my heart ; yet do I her adore. . 


If that be all (my gracious king) 
That works your grief ; 
I will perfuade the fcornful dame 
To yield relief : 
Never fhall fhe my daughter be, 
If fhe refufe. 
The love and favour of a king 
May her excufe. | 
Thus wife Warwick went away, 
And quite contrary he did fay; 
When as he did the beauteous countefs meet ; 
| Well met, my daughter,: (then quoth he) 
A meflage I muft do to thee; 
Our royal king moft kindly doth thee greet, 
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The king will die, *lefs thou to him 
Do grant thy love. 
To love the king, my hufband’s love 
. I muft remove. 
It is right charity to love, 
My daughter dear ; 
But no true love charitable 
For to appear. 
His greatnefs may bear out the fhame, 
But his kingdom cannot buy out the blame: _ 
He craves thy love, that may bereave thy life. 
It is my duty to move this, 
But not thy honefty to yield, I wis. 
I mean to die a true unfpotted wife. 


Now haft thou fpoken, my daughter dear, 
As I would have: 
Chaftity bears a golden name 
Unto the grave : 
And when to thy wedded lord 
Thou proveft untrue, : 
Then let my bitter curfes fill 
Thy foul purfue : 
Then with a fmiling chear go thous 
As right and reafon doth allow : 


Yet fhew the king thou bear’ft no ftrumpet’s mind. 


I go, dear father, in a trice 3 
And by a flight of fine device, 
Vl caufe the -king to confefs Pm not unkind. 
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Here comes the lady of my life, 
The king did fay. 

i My father bids me, fovereign lord, 

yn Your will obey ; 

| And I confent, if you will grant 

ie One boon to me. 

ie I grant it thee, my lady fair, 
Whate’er it be. 

My hutband is alive, you know, 

a | Firft let me kill him ere I go ; 

| And’at your command I will ever be. 

Thy hufband now in France doth reft. 

No, no, he lies within my breaft; 
And being fo nigh, he will my falfhood fee. 


With that fhe ftarted from the king, 
And took her knife, 
And defperately fle thought to nd 
Herfelf of life. 
The king he ftarted from his chair, 
Her hand to ftay. 
| © noble king, you have broke your word 
With methis day. — 
Thou fhalt not do this deed, quoth he. 
Then never will I lie with ‘thee. | 
No; then live ftill, and let me bear the blame : 
Live in honour and high eftate, 
bil With thy-true lord, and wedded mate; 
| I never will attempt this fuit again. 
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The Winning of the Ifle of Man, by the noble earl of 
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Repr ihe om The Garland FDolighe. 


HE noble earl of Salifbury, 
With many a hardy knight, 
Moft valiantly prepar’d himfelf 
Againft the Scots to fight. 
With his fpear and his fhield 
Making his proud foes to yield, 
Fiercely on them all he ran, 
To drive them from the Ifle of Man, 
Drums ftriking on a row, 
Trumpets founding as they go, 
Tan ta ra ra ra tan. 


Their filken enfigns in the field 
Moft glorioufly were fpread, 


The horfe-men on their prancing feeds, 


Struck many, Scotchmén dead ; 
The brown bilY on their corflets ring, 


The bow-men with their gray-goofe wing, 


Say 
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The lufty lance, the piercing {pear, 
The foft fleth of their foes do tear : 

Drums beating on a row, ob bvetben Py 
Trumpets founding as they go, 
Tan tararara tan. 


The battle was fo fierce and hot, 
The Scots for fear did flie, 

And many a famous knight and Tquire 
In gory blood did lie. 

Some, thinking SY to | Acape away, , g 
Did drown themfelves within the fea ¢ 

Some, with many a bloody wound, 
Lay gafping on the clayey ground : 

Drums -beating on a row, i JE Kar f| 
Trumpets founding as they go, 13 
Tan tara rara tan. 


Thus after many a brave exploit, 
That day perform’d and done, 
The noble earl of Salifbury 
The Ifle of Man had won : 
Returning then moft gallantly 
With honour, fame, and victory, 
Like a conqueror of fame, 
To Court this warlike champion came;) i, 
Drums beating in a row, fe fa~g 
Trumpets founding as they go, 
Tan tararara tam 
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Our king, rejoicing at this act, 
Incontinent decreed 

To give the earl this pleafant ifle, 
For his moft valiant deed 5 

And forthwith did caufe him thén 
For to be crowned king of Man, ; 

Earl of Salifbury, é 
King of Man by dignity : Uy 
Drums beating-on a row, fire 
Trumpets founding as they go, 

Tan tararara tane 


This was the firft king of Man, 

That ever bore that name, 

Knight of the princely garter blue, 
Anorder of great fame, 

Which brave king Edward did devife, 
And with his perfon royalize : 

Knights of the Garter are they call’d, 
And eke at Windfor fo inftall’d, 

Which princely royalty, 

Great fame, and dignity, 

This knighthood fill 1s held. 
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The rebellion of Wat Tyler, Jack StrawJatd others; 
againit king Richard thefecond: how Sir William 
Walworth, lord mayor of London,  ftabbéd Wat 
‘T'yler in Smithfield, for which theking knighted Sir 
wil iam, with five aldermen more, caufing adaggey 

be added in the fhield of the city arms. 
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Reprinted from The Garland of Delight, 


WwW AT Tyler is:from Dartford gone gy sae 


And with him many, proper men ; 5 ef, 
And he a captainis become, ” 


(ef 


Marching in field.with fife and drum: 


yack Straw, another in like cafe, 

~ > e » 
From Effex flocks a mighty pace; 

Hob Carter with his ftragling train, 
Jack She pherd comes with him amain ; 

So doth Tom Miller in like fort, 
As if he meant to take fome fort ; 

With bows and bills, with fpear and fhield, 
On Black-heath have they pitcht their field. 
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An hundred thoufand men in all, 
Whofe force is not accounted {mall ; 

And for King Richard did they fend, 
Much evil to him they did intend, 


= 
% 


, For the war; which our nobleking 
4/ Uponthe commons then did bring : H 
And now, becaufe his royal grace ih 
Denied to come, with their chafe 


F They {poiled Southwark round about, 
And took the marfhal’s prifoners out 
All thofe that in the king’s-bench lay, 
At liberty they fet that day ; 


And then they marcht with one confent 
Through London with a-rude-intent ; 

And so-fulfl.their leud defire, 
They fet the Savoy all on fire ; 


And for the hate that they did bear 
Unto the duke of Lancaflive; 

Therefore his houfe they burned quite, 
"Through envy, malice, and defpite- 


Then to the Temple did they turn, 
The lawyers books-eke-did they burn, 
And fpoil’d their lodgings one by one, : 


And all they laid-their handg upon. Carel 
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Then unto Smithfield did they: hie, 

To St. John’s place that, flands thereby, 
And fet the fame on fire flat, 

Which burned feven days after that. 


i de 1 
ea Unto the Tower of London then 
| i} i — 11° 
ae Faft trooped thefe rebellious men, 


1 And having entred {on the fame, 
| | TER ih Gm 
i With divers cries and mickle fhame ; faders | 


Bi it The grave lord chancellor the: .they took, ae 
: Amaz’d with fearful piteous look. 
A The lord high treafurer likewife they 
: Took from that place that prefent day; 


And with their hooting, loud and fhrill, 
Gut off their heads on Tower-hill, 
Into the city came they then, 
Likeleud, difordered, frantick men. 
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‘They robb’d the churches every where, 
And put the priefts in deadly fear. 


— Into the counters then they get, 
a) Where men in prifon lay for debt ; 


They broke the doors, and let them out, 
And threw the counter-books about, 

i Tearing and fpoiling them each one, 

| And records all they light upon. 


1 
| 
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The doors of Newgate broke they down ; 
{he prifoners ran about the town, 
Forcing all the fmiths they meet 
To knock the irons from their feet; 


And then, like villains void of awe, 
Followed Wat Tyler and Jack Straw. 

Afthough this outrage was not fmall, 
‘The king gave pardon to them all, 


So they would part home quietly : 
But they his pardon did defie. 
And being allin Smithfield then, 
Even threefcore thoufand fighting men, 


Which there Wat Tyler then did bring, 
Of purpofe for to meet the king 3. 
And therewithall his royal grace, 
Sent Sir John Newton to that place, 


Unto Wat Tyler, willing him 
To) come and fpeak with our¢oyal king. 
But the proud rebel, in defpight, : 
Did pick a quarrel with the knight. 


The mayor of London being by, 
When he beheld this villainy, 
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* Sir Wm. Walworth, Citizen and Fifhmonger- 
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* / Thus did thé proud rebellion ceafe, 
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Unto Wat Tyler he rode then, 
Being in th’ midft of all his men : 


Saying, Traytor, yield; ’tis bef: 
In the king’s name I thee arrett. 
And therewith to his dagger ftart, 
He thruft the rebel to the heart ; 


Who falling dead upon the ground, 
The fame did all the hoft confound : 

So down they threw their weapons’ all, ; 
And humbly they for merey call. _ ff A> 


And after followedjoyful peace, 


LI, 


‘The banifhment of the dukes of Hereford and Norfolk, 
in the time of king Richard the fecond, 


WO noble dukes of great renown, 
That long had liv’din fame, 
Thro’ hateful envy were caft down, 
And brought to fudden fhame. 


The 


GEA 


The duke of Hereford was one; 
A prudent prince, and wife ; 


>Gainft whom fuch malice oft was fhown, 


Which foon in fight did rife. 


The duke of Norfolk, moft untrue, 
Declar’d unto the king, 

The duke of Hereford greatly grew 
In hatred of each thing, 


Which by his grace’was acted full 
Againft both high and low ; 

And how he had a trait’rous will, 
His ftate to overthrow. 


The duke of Hereford then, in hafte; 
Was fent for to the king ; 

And, by the lords in order plac’d, 
Examin’d of each thing : 


Who being guiltlefs of this crime, 
Which was againft him laid, 

Theduke of Norfolk, at- that time, 
Thefe words unto him faid: 
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How canft thou, with a fhamelefs face, 


Deny a truth fo ftout ; 
And here, before his royal grace, 
So falfly faceitout : 
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Did not thefe wicked treafons:pafs, 
| When we together were ; 
oi How that the king unworthy was 
ih The royal crown to bear? 


i Hi Wherefore, my gracious lord, quoath he,” 
And you his noble peers, 
To whom I with long life to be; 

With many happy years : 


I do pronounce before you all, 

This treach’rous lord, that’s here, 
A traytor to our noble king ; 

As time fhall fhew it clear. 


The duke of Hereford hearing that; 
In mind was grieved much; 


And did return this anfwer flat, 
Which did duke Norfolk touch : 


The term of traitor, truthlefs duke; 
With fcorn and great difdain, 
With flat defiance to thy face, 
I do return again: 


And therefore, if it pleafe your gracé 
To grant me leave (quoth he) 
To combat with my deadly foe, 
ti That here accufeth me ; 


| 
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I do not doubt but plainly prove, 
That, like a perjur’d knight, | 
He hath mof falfly fought my fhame, | 
Againft all truth and right. : | | 


The king did grant this juft requek, ~ 
And did therewith agree, 

At Coventry, in Auguit next, 
This combat fought fhould be. 


The dukes on fturdy fteeds full ftout, 
In coats of fteel moft bright, 

With fpears in refts, did enter lifts, 
This combat fierce to fight. 


The king then caft his warden down, 
Commanding them to flay ; 

And with his-lords he counfel took, 
To flint that mortal fray. 


At length unto thefe noble dukes 
The king of heralds came, 
And unto them with lofty fpeech 
This fentence did proclaim: 


Sir Henry Bolingbroke, this day, 

The duke of Hereford here, 
And Thomas Moubray, Norfolk duke, 
Valiantly did appear ; 


BP ig, Tn ee 8 Bie 


288 OLD BALLADS. 


Andhaving, in honourable fort, 
Repaired to this place; | 

nn Our noble king, for fpecial caufe,, 

| Hath alter’d thus the cafe : 


Firft, Henry duke of Hereford, 
Ere fifteen days be paft, 

Shall ’part the realm on pain of death, 
While ten years fpace doth laf. 


And Thomas duke of Norfolk, now, 
That hath begun this ftrife, 

And thereof no good proof can brings 
I fay, for term of life, 


By judgment of our fovereign lord, 
Which now in place doth ftand, 
For evermore I banifh thee 
Out of thy native land; 


Charging thee, on pain of death, 
When fifteen days are paft, 

Thou never tread on Englifh ground, 
So long as life doth laft. 


Thus they were {worn before the king, 
Ere they did farther pafs, 

The one fhould never come in place 
Where as the other was. 


Ther 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Na GES SARAE SS 


ODD: BALL AsD 5. 


Then both the dukes, with heavy hearts, 
Were parted prefently, | 
Their uncouth ftreams of froward chance | 
In foreign lands to try. | 
| 


aa 
The duke of Norfolk coming then it 
_ Where he could fhipping take, hay i 
The bitter tears fell down his cheeks, 
And thus his moan did make : 


Now let me figh and fob my fill, 
Ere I from hence depart,’ i 

‘That inward pangs with {peed may burft 
My fore afflicted heart. 


Oh curfed man! whofe loathed life 
Is held fo much in fcorn; 

Whofe company is clean defpis’d, 
And left as one forlorn ! 


Now take thy leave, and laft adieu, 
Of this thy country dear; 

Which never more thou muft behold, 
Nor yet approach it near. 


Now happy fhould I count myfeif, 
If death my heart had torn ; 

That I might have my bones entomb’d, 
Where I was bred and born: 
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Or that by Neptune’s wrathful rage 
I might be forc’d to dye, 

Whilft that fweet England’s pleafant banks. 
Did ftand before mine eye : 


How {weet a fcent hath Englith ground: 
Within my fenfes now! 

How fair unto my outward fight 
Seems ev’ry branch and bough ! 


The fields and flow’rs, the ftreets and ftones,, 
Seem fuch unto my mind, ; 
That in all other countries, fure, 
The like I ne’er fhall find. 


O that the fun, with fhining face, 
Would ftay his fteeds by ftrength ; 
That this fame day might ftretched be 

To twenty years in length! 


And that the true-performing tide 
Her hafty courfe would fay 5 

That olus would never yield 
To bear me hence away ! 


That by the fountain of my eyes 

The fields might water’d be; 
That I might grave my grievous-plaint 
Upon each fpringing tree. 


OLD BALLA 
But time, I fee, with eagle’s wings 
So fwift doth fly away ; 
And dufky clouds begin to dim 
The brightnefs of the day : 


‘The fatal hour draweth on, 
The winds and tides agree ; 

And now, {weet England, over foon 
I muft depart from thee. 


The mariners have hoifted fail, 
And call to catch me in ; 

And now, in woful heart, I feel 
My torments to begin. 


Wherefore, farewell for evermore, 
Sweet England, unto thee ; 

And farewell, all my friends, which I 
Again fhall never fee. . 


© England, here I kifs the ground 
Upon my bended knee ! 

W hereby to fhew to all the world 
How dearly I love thee. 


This being faid, away he went, 
As fortune did him guide ; 


And at the length, thro’ grief of héart; 


In Venice there he dy’d. 
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y Z f Bay The noble duke, in doleful fort, 
LS 7 i i Did lead his life in France; 
ne And, atthe laft, the mighty Lord 
We Did him full high advance. 


The lords of England afterwards. 
Did fend for him again, 

While that king Richard at the wars 
In Ireland did remain ; 


Who, by the vile and great abufe 
Which thro’ his deeds did fpring, 

Depofed was; and then the duke 
Was truly crowned king. 
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; Sir Richard Whittington’s advancement: being an hif- 
torical account of his education, unexpected fortunes 
charity, &c. 


| There is fomething fo fabulous, or at leaft, that has fuch 

| a romantic appearance in the hiftory.of Whittington, that 
we fhall not relate it 5 but refer our readers to common tra- 

| dition, orto the hiftories which are without any difficulty te 
Mi be met with. Certain itis, that there was fuch a man ; 
Nit a citizen of London, by trade a mercer 5 and one who has 
—- left publicedifices, and charitable works enough behind him, 
os ie to tran/mit his name to pofterity. Among # others, ehayes 
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a houfe of prayer 3 with an allowance for a mafter , fel- 
lows, chorifters, clerks, Sc. and an alms-houfe for thirteen 
poor men, called Whittington college. He entirely rebuilt 
the loath/ome prifon, which then was fianding at the weft 
gate of the city, and call’ dit Newgate. He built the better 
half of St. Bartholemew’s hofpital, in Weft Smithfield ; 
and the fine library in Grey-Fryars, now called Chrift’s 
Hofpital : as alfo agreat part of the eaft end of Guildhall, 
with a chapel and a library; in avhich the records of the 
city might be kept. He was chofen foeriff in the feventeenth 
year of the reign of king Richard the fecond, and of the 
Chriftian era 1393 3 William Stondon, bytrade a grocer, 
being then mayor of London. After which hewas knighted; 
and in the one and twentieth year of the fame reign, he 
was chofen mayors Which honour was again conferr’d on 
him in the eighth year of king Henry the fourth, and. the 
Seventh of king Henry the fifth. ?Tis faid of him, that he 
advance d avery confiderable fum of money towards carrying 
on the war in France, under thelaft monarch. , He mar- 
ry’d Alice, the daughter of Hugh and Molde Fitzawarren: 
at whofe houfe, traditions fax, Whittington lived a fer- 
vant, when he got his jmmenfe riches by venturing his cat 
in one of his mafter’s fhips. However, if we may Live cre» 
dit to his own will, he was a knight's fon ; and more obli- 
ged to an Englifh king, and prince, than to any African 
monarch, for his riches. For when he founded Whitting- 
ton college, and left a maintenance for fo many people, as 
above related, they were, as Stow records it, (for this 
maintenance) bound to pray for the good eftate of Richard 
Whittington, and Alice his wife, their founders; and for 
Sir William Whittington, and dame Foan his wife; and 
for Hugh Fitzwarren, and dame Molde his wife, thé 
fathers and mothers of the fard Richard Whittington and 
Alice his wife: For king Richard the fecoud, and Tho- 
mas of Woodftock, duke of Gloucefter, fpecial lords and 
promoters of the faid Richard Whittington, Se." 
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¥ ¥ ERE muit I tell the praife 
A. Of worthy Whittington, 
Known to be in his days 
Thrice lord-mayor of London, 


But of poor parentage 
Born was he, as we hear, 
And in his tender age 
Bred. up in Lancafhire. 


Poorly to London then 
Came up this fimple lad s 
Where, with a merchant-man, 
Soon he a-dwelling had ; 


And in a kitchen plac’d, 
A fcullion for to be ; 
Where a long time he pafs’d 
In labour drudgingly. 


His daily fervice was 
Turning at the fires 

And to {cour pots of brafs, 
For a poor {cullion’s hire : 


Meat and drink all his pay, 
Of coin he had no ftore ; 

Therefore torun away, 

In fecret thought he bore. 


 - ) | cl re 
Sa CESS SRS 


OLD BALLADS. 295 | 


So from the merchant-man, 
Whittington fecretly 

‘Towards his country ran, 
To purchafe liberty. 


But as he went along, 
In a fair fummer’s morn, 
London’s bells fweetly rung 
Whittington’s back return ; 


Evermore founding fo, 
Turn again, Whittington 
For thou, in time, fhalt grow 
Lord-mayor of London. 


‘Whereupon, back again 
Whittington came with fpeed, 
A fervant to remain, 
As the Lord had decreed. 


Still bleffed be the bells, 
This was his daily fong s 
This my good fortune tells, 
Mott fweetly have they rung. 


If God fo favour me, 

I will not prove unkind ; 
London my love fhall fee, 

And my large bounties find. 
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ee But, fee his happy chance! 
mee | This fcullion had a cat, 

| | 4 Which did his ftate advance, 
| And by it wealth he gat. 


a) His matter ventur’d forth, 

ni | To a land far unknown, 

With merchandize of worth, 
As isin ftories fhown : 


Whittington had no more 
But this poor cat as then, 
Which to the fhip he bore, , 


Like a brave valiant man. 


Vent’ring the fame, quoth he, 
I may get ftore of gold, 
And mayor of London be, 
As the bells have me told. 


Whittington’s merchandife, 
Carried to a land 

Troubled with rats and mice, 
As they did underftand ; 


The king of the country there, 
As he at dinner fat, 

Daily remain’d in fear 
Of many moufe and rat. 
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Meat that on trenchers lay, 

No way they could keep fafe.; 
But by rats bore away, 

Fearing no wand or ftaff ; 


Whereupon, foon they brought 
Whittington’s nimble cat; 
Which by the king was bought, 

Heaps of gold given for that. 


Home again came thefe men, 
With their fhip laden fo; 

Whittington’s wealth began 
By this cat thus to grow: 


Scullion’s life he forfook, 
To be a merchant good, 

And foon began to look 
How well his credit ftood. 


After that, he was chofe 
Sheriff of the city here, 

And then full quickly rofe 
Higher, as did appear : 


For, to the city’s praile, 
Sir Richard Whittington 

Came to be in his days 
Thrice mayor of London. 
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More his fame to advance, 
‘Thoufands he lent the king, 

To maintain war in France, 
Glory from thence to bring. 


And after, at a feaft 
Which he the king did make, 
He burnt the bonds all in jef, 
And would no money take. 


Ten thoufand pounds he'gave 
To his prince willingly ; 

And would no penny have 
For this kind courtefy, 


As God thus made him great, 
So he would daily fee 

Poor people fed with meat, 
To fhew his charity : 


Prifoners poor cherith’d were, 
Widows {weet comfort found : 

Good deeds, both far and near, 
Of him do fill refound. 


Whittington’s college is 
One of his charities ; 

Record reporteth this 

To lafting memories. 
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_ Newgate he builded fair, 
For prifoners to lye in ; 
Chrift-church he did repair, 
Chriftian love for to win. 


Many more fuch like deeds 
Were done by Whittington ; 

Which joy and-comfort breeds, 
To fuch as look thereon. 


LIV. 


A Song of the depofing of king Richard II. and how 
after many miferies he was murder’d in Pomfret 
caftle. 


W HEN Richard the Second in England was king, 
And reign’d with honour and ftate, 
Six uncles he had, his grandfather’s fons, 
King Edward that ruled of late : 
All counfellors noble and fage ; 
Yet would he not hear 
Their precepts dear, 
So wilful he was, in this his young age. 
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A fort of brave gallants he kept in his court, 
That train’d him to wanton delights, 


Which parafites pleated him better in mind, 


"Than all his beft nobles and knights : 
Ambition and avarice grew 
So great in this land, 


That fill from his hand 
A mafs of rich treafure his parafites drew. 


3 La 


His peers and his barons difhonoured were ; 
And upftarts thus mounted on high : 

His commons fore tax’d, his cities opprefs’d, 
Good fubjeéts were nothing fet by ; 

And what to his coffers did come, 
He wantonly fpent, 
To pleafe with content 

His flattering upftarts,, ftill fporting at home. 


When thus unto ruin this kingdom began 
To fall from the higheft eftate, 

"The nobles of England their prince’s amifs, 
By parliament Tana did rebate : 

And hkewife thofe flatterers all, 
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But after thefe gallants degraded were thus, 
Kind Richard himfelf was put down, 

And Bullinbrook, Lancafter’s noble-born duke, 
By policy purchas’d his crown. 

Thus civil wars here begun, 
That could have no-end, 
By foe nor by friend, 


Till feven kings reigns, with their lives were out-run_ 


But Richard, the breeder of all thefe fame broils, 
In prifon was wofully caft, 
Where long he complained, in forrowful fort, 
Of kingly authority pait: 
No lords nor no fubjetts had he, 
No glory, no ftate, 
That early and late 
Upon him attending had wont for to be. 


His robes were converted to garments fo old, 
That beggars would hardly them wear ; 
His diet no comfort at all to him brought, 
For he fed upon forrow and care. 
And from prifon to prifon was fenf, 
Each day, and each night, 
To work him defpight, 
That, wearied with forrows, he ftill might lament. 
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Poor king thus abufed, he was at the laft 
| To Pomfret in Yorkfhire convey’d, 
[ee And there in a dungeon, full low in the ground; 
| Unpitied, he nightly was laid : 
| Not one for his mifery grieved, 
1 That late was in place 
Of royalleft grace, 
Where ftill the diftreffed he kindly relieved. 


King Henry, ufurping then all his eftate, 
Could never in heart be content, ’ 
Till fome of his friends in fecrefy fought 
To kill him by cruel confent ; 
Who foon to Pomfret hied, 
Whereas the fear, 
That touch’d him fo near, 
hey finith’d as foon as king Richard there died. 


There dy’dthis good king, for murther’d he was; 
That might well have lived full long, - 
Had not ill counfel betray’d his beft good, 
And done his high fortunes this wrong : 
But blood for blood ftill calls, 
No bloody-ftain’d hand 
Can long in this land 
Stand furely, but foon into mifery falls. 


Lancatter 
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Lancafter thus the diadem gain’d, 
And won his title by blood, 
Which afterwards, by heaven’s high powers 
Not three generations ftood, 
Bat yielded to'York again : 
Thus fortune fhows 
Their proud overthrows, 
‘That cunningly climb an imperial reign, 


vA 


LY. 


The battel of Agincourt, between the French and 
Englifh, 


Council grave our king did hold, 

& With many a lord and knight ; 
That they might truly underftand, 
That France did hold his right. 


Unto the king of France therefore 
Ambaffadors were fent, 

That he might fully underftand 
His mind and his intent : 


Defiring 
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Defiring him, in. friendly wife, 
His lawful right to yield ; 

Or elfe he vow’d, by dint. of {word 
To win the fame in field. 


| The king of France with all his lords, 
Which heard his meflage plain, 
Unto our brave ambaffadors 
. Did anfwer in difdain ; 


And feign’d our king was yet too young, 
And of too tender age ; 

| Therefore we weigh not of his war, 

eae Nor fear we his courage. 


His knowledge is in feats’ of arms 

As yet but very {mall : iy 
His tender joints much fitter were 

To tofs a tennis ball. 


A tun of tennis balls therefore, 
In pride and great difdain, 

He fent unto our noble king, 
To recompence his pain. 


Which anfwer when our king did hear, 
He waxed wroth in heart ; 


And faid, he would fuch balls provide, 
Should make all France to fmart. 
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Anarmy then our king did raife, 
Which was both good and ftrong; 

And from Southampton is our king 
With all his navy gone. 


In France he landed fafe arid found, 
With all his warlike train ; 

And to the town of Harfleur ftrait 
He marched up a-main : 


But when he had befieg’d the fame, 
Againft their fenced walls, 

To batter down their flately towers, 
He fent his Englith balls. 


This done, our noble Englith king 
March’d up and down the land ; 

And not a Frenchman for his life 
Durft once his force withitand, 


Until he came to Agincourt ; 
Where as it was his chance 

To find the king in readinefs 
With all his power of France. 


A mighty hoft he had prepar’d 
Of armed foldiers then ; 

Which were no lefs, by juft account, 
Than forty thoufand men. 
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Which fight did much amaze our king ; 
For he and all his hot 

Not pafling fifteen thoufand had, 
Accounted at the moft. 


| i The king of France, which well did know 
ne The number of our men, 

In vaunting pride unto our prince 
Did fend a herald then ; 


| To underftand what he would give 
18 For ranfom of his life, 

Van ‘ i i | When he in field fhould taken be 

. yi Amid& their bloody ftrife. 


And then our king, with chearful heart, - 
This anfwer foon did make ; 

And faid, Before this comes to pafs, 
Some of their hearts fhall quake. 


And to their proud prefumptuous prince 
Declare this thing, quoth he, 
Mine own heart’s blood fhall pay the price ; 


None elfe he gets of me. 


With that befpoke the duke of York ; 
O noble king, quoth he, 
ih The leading of this battle brave 
ik Vouchfafe to give to me. 
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God a mercy, coufin York, quoth he, ; 
I grant thee thy requett ; if 
Then march thou on courageoufly, 


And [ will lead the reft. 


Then came the bragging Frenchmen down i, 
With greater force and might ; 
With whom our noble king began 


A hard and cruel fight. 


The archers they difcharg’d their thafts, | 
As thick as hail from fky ; 
‘That many a Frenchman in the field 


That happy day did die. 


Ten thoufand men that day were flain 
Of enemies in the field; 

And as many prifoners 
That day were fore’d to yield. 


Thus had our king a happy day, 
And victory over France ; 

And brought them quickly under foot, 
That late in pride did prance. 


The Lord preferve our noble king, 
And grant to him likewife 

The upper hand and victory 
Of all his enemies. | 
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LVI. 


A fong of the wooing of queen Catherine, widow of 
Henry V, by Owen Tudor, a young gentleman of 
Wales ; tranflated out of the Welfh. 


Owen Tudor. 


I Salute thee, fweet princefs, with title of grace ; 
For Cupid commands me in heart to embrace 
Thy honours, thy virtues, thy favour, and beauty, 
With all my true fervice, my love and my duty. 


Queen Catherine. 


Courteous kind gentleman, let me requeft, 
How comes it that Cupid hath wounded thy breait, 
And chain’d thy heart’s liking my fervant to prove, 


That am but a ftranger in this thy kind love ? 


a Tudor. 

Tf buta firanger, yet love hath fuch power, 

To lead me here kindly into the queen’s bower ; 
Then do not, fweet princeis, my good-will forfake, 
When nature commands thee a true love to take. 


Queen. 
| So royal of calling and birth am I known, 
i} That matching unequal, my ftate’s overthrown : 
My titles of dignity thereby I lofe, 
To wed me and bed me my equal I’il chufe. 
Tudor. 
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Tudor. 
‘No honours are loft (queen) in chufing of me, 
For I am a gentleman born by degree ; 
And favours of princes my ftate may advance, 
In making me noble and fortunate chance. 


Queen. 


My robes of rich honours, moft brave to behold, 
Are all o’er imboffed with filver and gold; 

Not therewith adorned, I lofe my renown, 
With all the brave titles that wait on a crown. 


Tudor. 
My country, {weet princefs, more pleafure affords, 
‘Than can be expreffed by me here in words ; 
Such kindly contentment by nature there fprings, 
That hath been well liked of queens and of kings. 


Queen. 


My courtly attendants are trains of delight, 
Like ftars of fair heaven all fhining moft bright : 
And thofe that live daily fuch pleafures to fee, 
Suppofe no fuch comfort in country can be. 


Tudor. 
In Wales we have fountains, no cryftals more clear, 
Where murmuring mufick we daily may hear, 
With gardens of pleafure, and flowers fo {weet, 
Where true love with true love may merrily meet. 


X 3 Queen, 
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Queen. 

But there is no tilting nor tournaments bold, 

Which gallant young ladies defire to behold, 

No mafks, nor no revels,- where favours are worn, 


By knights or by barons without any fcorn. 


Tudor. 
Our May-pole at Whitfontide maketh good {port, 
And moves as fweet pleafures as yours do in court, 
i Where, on the green dancing for garland and ring, 
| Maidens make paftime and fports for a king. 


Queen. 


But when your brave young men and maidens do meet, 
Whilft filver-like melody murmuring keeps, 

Your mufick is clownith, and foundeth not fweet, 
And locks up your fenfes in heavenly ileeps. 


Tudor. 
Our harps and our tabors, and {weet humming drones: 
For thee, my fweet princefs, make mufical moans : 
Our Morris maid-marrians defire to fee- 
A true-love knot tied between thee and me. 


Queen. 


a pleafure in country by me can be feen, 
h 


a 
| .nd fed on the bleffings that daily were given 
it nto my brave palace, by angels from heaven. 
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Tudor. 
Our green-leav’d trees will dance with the wind, 
Where birds fit rejoicing according to kind : 
Our fheep with our lambs will fkip and rebound, 
‘To fee thee come tripping along on the ground. 


Queen. 
What if a kind princefs fhould fo be content, 
By meeknefs thus moved to give her confent, 
And humble her honours, imbafe her degree, 
To tye her beft fortunes, brave Tudor, to thee ? 


Tudor. 
If toa kingdom I born were by birth, 
And had at commandment all nations on earth, 
Their crowns and their {cepters fhould lye at thy feet, 
And thou be my emprefs, my darling fo fweet. 


Queen. 


I fear not to fancy thy love-tempting tongue, 

For Cupid is coming, his bow very ftrong ; 

Queen Venus, once miltrefs of heart-withing pleafure: 
We over-kind women repent us at leifure. 


Tudor. 
May never fair morning fhew forth his bright beams, 
But cover my falfhood with greateft extremes, 
If not as the turtle I lye with my dove, 
My gentle kind princefs, my lady, my love. 


x 4 Queen, 
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Queen. 
Hie then into Wales, and our wedding provide, 
For thou art my bridegroom, and I’ll be thy bride ; 
Get gloves and fine ribbons, with bride-laces fair, 
Of filk and of filver, for ladies to wear. 


Tudor. 
With garlands of rafes our houfewifely wives, 
HA) To have them adorn’d moft lovingly ftrives ; 
| Their bride-cakes be ready, our bag-pipes do play, 
Whilft I ftand attending to lead thee the way. 


Both together. 
Then mark how the notes of our merry town-bells, 
Our ding-dong of pleafures moft chearfully tells ; 
Then ding-dong, fair ladies, and lovers all true, 
This ding-dong of pleafure may fatisfy you, 


LVII, 
CUPID’s REVENGE, 


The former editor of the colle&ion of Old Balladsis of 
opinion, that this piece was written upon the marriage of 
hing Henry VL. The reasons by which he fupports this 


1 idea we feall give the reader in his own words. 


“a “* There is no one fo very ignorant of hiftory, as not to 
ey “© know that this monarch ( Henry VI.) was betrothed to 

| °* the count of Arminiac’s daughter, a fine lady; with 
“© avhom 
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$6 ayhbom he was to havea confiderable portion, befides 
«* feveral towns and cafiles in A uitain, which belong’ d 
‘© to king Henry’s ancefiors. But the duke of Suffolk, 
© ayithout orders, negotiated a marriage between his 
‘* mafter and the daughter of Rayner, duke of Anjou, a 
‘* mighty titular prince; for be ftiled himfelf king of 
§¢ Ferufalem, Sicily, and Naples; but, with all his 
“© zitles, fo very poor, that he could not give his daugh- 
‘© ter a dowry: And king Henry was obliged, in favour 
« of this marriage, to renounce his beft dominions ix 
«© France; which our poet (1 fuppofe) hints at, in his 
‘© throwing a purfe of gold to the beggar. 


Her fame thro’ all the realms did ring, 
Altho’ fhe came of parents poor ; 

She, by her fovereign lord the king, 
Did bear one fon, and eke no more. 


© °T7s very well known, that no woman fupported 
§< she royal charader with more courage and dignity 
© than cuecn Margaret did. If any one would fee her 
6 charaéer at large, Iwould refer’ em to Mr. Philips’ s 
“<< tragedy of duke Humphrey. This queen Lad but one 
“© child, prince Henry; who was flain at Tewkesbury, 
‘* by Richard duke of Gloucefter, brother to king Fd- 
°° qward the fourth: So that the laft flanza is not con- 
«¢ fftent with hiftory. But we muft remember, that @ 
© poet, whois writing on a fubje which he dares not 
<* own, muf? Jo difguife the truth, as not to let his fong 
©© be entirely applicable to a prince on the throne, or to 
“© one who had fill potent friends living: And for that 
** veafon our poet begun with telling us, that he * 
ge “f 
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fA King once reign’d beyond the feas, 
va As we in ancient ftories find, 
Whom no fair face could ever pleafe ; 

He cared not for womankind: 


He defpis’d the fweeteft beauty, 

_ And the greateft fortune too: 

At length he married to a beggar ; 
See what Cupid’s dart can do! 


The blinded boy that fhoots fo trim, 
Did to his clofet-window fteal ; 

And drew a dart, and fhot at him, 
And made him foon his power to feel. 


He that never car’d for women, 

But did females ever hate, 
At length was fmitten, wounded, fwooned, 
For a beggar at his gate. 


For mark what happen’d on a day, 
As he look’d from his window high, 
He fpy’d a beggar all in grey, 


With two more in her company: 


She his fancy foon enflamed, 
And his heart was grieved fore ; 
j 
; 


What ! muft I have her, court her, crave her 
J, that never lov’d before ? 
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This noble prince of high renown, 
Did to his. chamber ftrait repair, 

And on his couch he laid him down, 
Opprefs’d with love-fick grief and care. 


Ne’er was a monarch fo furpriz’d ; 
Here I lye her captive flave ! 

But I’ll to her, court her, wooe her ; 
She muft heal the wound fhe gave. 


| 

| 

. | 
Then to his palace-gate he goes : if 
The beggars crave his charity ; . 

. 


A purfe of gold to them he throws ; 
With thankful hearts away they hye. 


But the king he call’d her to him, 
Tho’ the was but poor and mean ; 

His hand did hold her, while he told her, 
She fhould be his ftately queen, 


At this the blufhed fcarlet red, 
And on this mighty king did gaze! 
Then ftrait again as pale as lead ; 
Alas, fhe was in fuch amaze ! 


Hand in hand they walk’d together ; 

And the king did init fay, | 
That he’d refpe& her: ftrait they deck’d her | 
In moft fumptuous rich array. 
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He did appoint the wedding-day ; 
And likewife then commanded ftrait 
The noble lords and ladies gay 
Upon his gracious queen to wait, 


ae al She appear’d a fplendid beauty, 

Ali All the court did her adore; 

i, And in a marriage, with a carriage, 
ih As if fhe’d been a queen before. 


Her fame thro’ all the realms did ring, 
Altho’ fhe came of parents poor : 

She, by her fov’reign lord the king, 
Did bear one fon, and eke no more, 


All the nobles were well pleafed, 
And the ladies frank and free ; 
For her behaviour always gave her 

Title to her dignity, | 


At length the king and queen were laid 
Together in a filent tomb ; 

Their royal fon their fceptre fway’d, 
Who govern’d in his father’s room. 


Long in glory did he flourith, 

Wealth and honour to increafe ; 
Still poffefling fuch a blefling, 

That he liv’d and reign’d in peace, 
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LVI, 
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LVI. 


The lamentable Fall of the dutchefs of Gloucefter, wife 
to good duke Humphry, with the manner of her 
doing penance in London ftreets, and of her exile 
in the Ifle of Man, where fhe ended her days. 


Once a dutchefs was of great renown, 
My hutband near ally’d to England’s crown $ 
The good duke Humphry ’titled was his name, 
Till fortune frown’d upon his glorious fame. 


Henry the fifth, that king of gallant race, 
Ofwhom my hufband claim’d a brother’s place 3 
And was protector made of his young fon, 
When prineely Henry’s thread of life was {pun. 


Henry the fixth, a child of nine months old, 
Then rul’d this land with all our barons bold; 
And in brave Paris crown’d was king of France, 
Fair England with more honour to advance. 


Then fway’dduke Humphry like a glorious king, 
And was protector over every thing : 

Even as he would pleafe to his heart’s defire, 

But envy foon extinguifh’d all his fire. 
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In height of all his pompal majefty, 

From Cobham’s houfe with {peed he marry’d me ; 
Fair Ellinor, the pride’of ladies all, 

In court and city people did me call. 


Then flaunted I in Greenwich ftately towers, 

My winter’s manfions, and my fummer’s bowers : 
Which gallant houfe, e’er fince thofe days, hath been 
The palace brave of many a king and queen. 


The filver Thames, that fweetly pleas’d mine eye, 
Procur’d me golden thoughts of majefty ; 

The kind content and murmurs of the water, 
Made me forget the woes that would come after. 


No gallant dame, nor lady in this land, 
But much defiredin my love to ftand: 

My golden pride increafed day by day, 

As though fuch pleafures never would decay. 
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Were woven {till by women ftrange and rare ; 


Embroider’d varioufly with Median filk, 
More white than thifile-down, or morning’s milk. 


On gold and filver looms my garments fair 


My coaches and my ftately pamper’d fteeds, 
Well furnifh’din their gold-betrapped weeds, 
With gentle glidings in the fummer nights, 

Still yielded me the evening’s {weet delights. 
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An hundred gentlemen in purple chains; 
As many virgin maids were ftill in trains. 
The queen of Egypt, with her pomp and glory, 
For treafure could not equal this my ftory, 


But yet at laft my golden fun declin’d, 

And England’s court at thefe my joys repin’d ; 
For foon my hufband, in his honour’d place, 
Amongft the barons reaped fome difgrace : 


Which gradgebeing grown, and fpringing up toheight, 
Unto his charge they laid fome crime of weight ; 
And then in prifon caf ggod royal duke 

E nD Ps > 


Without mifdeed he fuffer’d vile rebuke. 


They took from him their great proteCtor’s name, 
Thro’ caufes which thofe peers did falfly frame ; 
And after, overcome with malice deep, 

My noble lord they murther’d in his fleep. 


The young king having thus his uncle loft, 

Was, day by day, with troubles vex’d and crofs’d: 
And treafons in the land were daily bred, 

That from the factious houfe of York took head. 


Of kingly Lancafter my hufband’s line ; 


é 


For being dead, his livings and his lands 
T > 


They feized all into king Henry’s hands: 


* 
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And after turn’d me friendlefs out of door; 
To fpend my days like to a woman poor : 
Difcharging me from all my pompal train j 
| But Ellianor would a lady ftill remain. 


The noble f{pirit of a woman’s will, 
Within my breaft did burn in fury flill; 
\ And ranging fo in my revengeful mind, 
ih Till Lthe murtherers of my lord did find. 


But knowing them to be of power and might, 
Of whom no juftice could by law take right ; 
And yet to nourifh up my thoughts in evil, 

I crav’d the help of hell, and of the devil. 


To practife witchcraft then was my intent, 
And therefore for the witch of Ely fent ; 
And for old Bullingbroke of Lancafhire, 


Of whom, for charms, the land ftood much in fear. 


We flept by day, and walk’d at midnight hours ; 


When elves and fairies take their gliding forms. 


Red ftreaming blood fell down my azur’d veins, 
‘To make characters in round circled firains ; 

With dead men’s fkulls, by brimftone burned quite, 
‘To raife the dreadful thadows of the night, 
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All this by black enchanting ‘arts to fpill 

Their hated blood, that did duke Humphry kill. 
My royal lord, untimely ta’en from me, 

Yet no revengement for him could I fee. 


For by the hand of juftly-dooming heaven, 

We were prevented all, and notice giv’n ; 
How we by witchcraft fought the {poil of choke 
That fecretly had been duke Humphry’s foes, 


Wherefore my two companions for this crime 
Did fuffer death ere nature {pent its time. 
Poor Elnor I, becaufe of noble birth, 


Endur?d a ftranger punifhment than death. 
ry 


It pleafed fo the council of my king, 

To difrobe me of every gorgeous thing: 

My chains, and.rings, and jewels of fuch price, 
Were.chanp’d to rags more bafe than rugged frize. 


And by. command:along.each London ftreet, 
‘To goin penance wrappedin a fheet ; 
Barefooted, with ataper in my hand! 
The like did never lady in this land, 


My feetthat lately trod the fleps of pleafure, 
Now flinty ftones fo fharp were fore’d to meafure: 
Yet none alive where I did come or go, 

Durft fhed one trickling tear at this my woe. 
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Break heart, and die! here ended ‘not my pain 3 
I judged was an exile to remain ; 

And goa banifh’d lady from this place, 

Where in my blooming youth I liv’d in grace. 


j The remnant of thofe years which God me gave, 
| Poor EV’nor {pent to find her out a grave ; 

Nh And left this land, where fhe was bred and born, 
In foreign foils for her mifdeeds to mourn. : 


é 2 ty le "The Ifle of Man, encompafs’d by the fea, 

. Near England, named fo unto this day, 
Tmprifon’d me within the watry round, 

"rill time arid death found me a burying-ground, 


Yull nineteen years in forrow thus I fpent, 
Without one hour or minute of content ; 
Rememb’ring former joys of modeft life, 

Whilft I bore name of good duke Humphry’s wife. 


The lofs of Greenwich tow’rs did grieve me fore, 
But the hard fate of my dear lord, much more, 
Yea, all the joys once in my bow’r and hall, 

Are darts of grief to wound me now withal, 


Farewel, dear friends ; farewel, my courtly trafns 5 
= My late renown is turn’d to ling’ring pains: 
a) | My melody of mufic’s filver found, 

Are fnakes and adders, hiffing on the ground. 
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‘The downy bed whereon I lay full oft, 

Are fun-burnt heaps of mofs, now feeming foft ; 
And waxen tapers lighting to my bed, 

Are ftars about the filver moon befpread. 


‘Inftead of wine, I drink of waters clear, 
Which pays for my delightful banquets dear. 
Thus changeth ftately pomp, and courtly joys, 
When pleafure endeth with fuch deep annoys, 


My beauteous cheeks, where Cupid danc’d and play’d, 
Are wrinkled grown, and quite with grief decay’d ; 
My hair turn’d white, my yellow eyes ftark-blind ; 
And all my body alter’d from its kind. 


Ring out my knell, you birds in top of fky ; 
Quite tir’d with woes, here Ellinor muft dye. 
Receive me, earth, into thy gentle womb ; 
A banith’d lady craves no other tomb. 


Thus dy’d the famous dutchefs of our land, 
Controll’d by changing fortune’s ftern command, 
Let thofe that fit in place of high degree 

Think on their ends, that like to her’s may be. 
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LIX. 


KING EDWARD AND JANE SHORE, 


Hi Dr. Percy, in his Reliques of Antient Poetry, vol. 2, 
i has givens So Nile and accuraie an account of the lady 
eglebrated ix this ballad, that ewe fhall again, as here- 
sofore refer our readers to that ingenious work for 

further information on this Jubjed. . 


“< 1 ld we boaft of Laius and his knights, 
Ve fuch champions entrapt by who- 
rifh lights ? 
Or why fowl we foeak of Thais’ curled locks, 
Or Rhodope, that gave fo many men the pax? 
Read in old Au es, and there you will find . 
How Jane Shere, Jarie Shore, fhe pleas’d King Edward's 
mind. ~ 
Jane Shore, fhe was for England, gh ite Frederick was 
for ‘France. : edhe MSN 
Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 


Of the old Amazons it were too long to tell, 
And likewife of the Thracian girls how far they did 
excel, 


Thofe 
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Thofe with Scythian lads engag’d in feveral fights, 

And in the brave Venerean wars did foil advent’rous 
knights ; 

Meffaiina and Julia‘were veffels wond’rous brittle ; 

But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, took down king Edward’s 
mettle. 


Jane Shore the was for England, &c. 


Thaleftris of Thermodon, fhe was a doubty wight, 

She conquer’d Pallas’ king in th’exercife of night ; 

Hercules flew the dragon, whofe teeth were all of brafs, 

Yet he himfelf became a flave unto the Lydian las ; 

The Theban Semele lay with Jove, not dreading all 
his thunder ; 

But Jane Shore overcame king Edward, altho’ he had 
her under. 


Jane Shore fhe was for England, &c. 


Helen of Greece, fhe came of Spartan blood ; 

Agricola and Creflidathey were brave whoresand good; 

Queen Clytemneftra boldly ilew ol Id ‘Arthur’s mighty 
fon, 


And fair Hefione pull’d down the ftrength of 'Telamon- 


Thofe were the ladies that caus’d the Trojan fack ; 
But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, the fpoil’d king Edward’s 
back. 


Jane Shore fhe was for England, &c. 
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For this the ancient fathers did great Venus deify, 

Becaufe with her own father Jove fhe feared not tolye: 

Hence Cupidcame, who afterwards reveng’d his loving 
mother, 

Andmade kind Bibilis do thelike with Caunus, her own 

brother ; 

And afterwards the goddefs kept Adonis for referve ; 

But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, fhe ftretch’d king Edward’s 
nerve. 


Jane Shore fhe was for England, &c. 


"The Colchan dame Medea her father did betray, 
And taught her lover Jafon the vigilant bull to flay ; 
And after thence convey’d her father’s golden fleece, 
She with her lover fail’daway in Argos’ fhip to Greece ; 
But finding Jafon falfe, fhe burnt his wife and court, 
But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, the fhew’d kine Edward 


fport. 
Jane Shore fhe was for England, &c. 


Romix of Saxony, the Welch flate overthrew ; 

Igerne of Cornwall, Pendragon did fubdue’; 

Queen Vanora with Arthur fought fingly hand to hand 

In bed,. tho’ afterwards fhe made horns on his head to 
ftand ; 

And toSir Modredus Pictifh Prince a paramour became; 


But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, fhe made king Edward 


tame. 
Jane Shore fhe was for England, &c, 
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Marefia of Italy, fee how the ftoutly copes 
With Jefuits, priefts, cardinals, and triple-crowned 


popes; | 
And with king Henry Rofamond {pent many a dallying 
hour, : 
Tilt laftly poifon’d by the queen in Woodftock fatal 
bower 5 
And Joan of Arc play’d in the dark with the knights 
of Languedock ; 


But Jane Shore met king Edward, and gave him knock 


for knock. 
Jane Shore fhe was for England, &c. 


Pafiphaé we know play’d feats with the Cretan bull; 

And Proferpine, tho’ fo divine, became black Pluto’s 
trull ; 

The Spanith bawd her ftrumpets taught to lay their legs 
aftride ; 

But thefe, and all the courtezans Jane Shore did them. 
deride ; 

Pope Joan wasright, altho’ fhe didthe papal fcepter wield; 

But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, fhe made king Edward. 
yield. 

Jane Shore fhe was for England, &c. 


Agathocle and Anthea did govern Egypt’s king ; 

The witty wench of Andover fhe was a pretty thing ; 

She freely took her lady’s place, and with great Edgar 
dally’d, 

And with main force fhe foil’d him quite, altho’ he oftez 
rally’d. 
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Ba ak For which brave aét, he that her racke, gave her his 
Re lady’s land ; : 

. ae But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, king Edward did com- 

mand. 

| Jane Shore, the was for England, &c. 


Of Phryne and of Lais hiftorians have related, 

How their illuftrious beauties two generals captivated, 

He And they that in the days of yore kill’d men, and fack’d, 

| their cities, 

In honour of their miftrefles compofed amorous ditties : 
Let Flora gay, with Romans play, and bea goddefs 

call’d ; 

But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, king Edward fhe en- 
| thrall’d. 

Bh. Jane Shore fhe was for England, &c. 


Thejolly tanner’s daughter, harlot of Normandy, 

She only had thehappinefs to pleafe duke Robert’s eye ; 

And Roxalina, tho’? a flave, and born a Grecian, 

Could with a nod command and rule erand feignor 
Soliman; 

And Naples Joan would’ make them groan, that ar- 
dently did love her ; mit 

But Jane Shore, Jane Shore, king Edward he did 
fhove her. 

Jane Shore the was.for England, &e, 
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Afpatia doth of the Perfian brothers boat; 

Tho’ Cynthia joy in the Lapthian boy, Jane Shore 
fhall rule the roatt. 

Cleopatra lov’d Mark Antony, and Brownall the did 
feats ; 

ympar’d to our Virago, th ey were but merely 

cheats: 


Brave carpet-Knights, in Cupid’s fights, their milk 
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But Jane ae Jane Shore, king Edward did fubdue. 
jane Shore, fhe was for England, &c. 


Hamlet’s inceftuous mother was Gathermard, Den- 
mark’s queen ; 

And Circe, th 
(ine . 

Warlike Penthefila was an Amazonian whore 

To Hettorand young Troilus, both which did heradore; 

But brave king Edward, who before had gain’d nine 
victories, 


Was like a bond-flave fetter’d within Jane Shore’s afl- 


oe Pa eacanie the like was fearcely 


conquering thighs. 
Jane Shore fhe was for En gland, queen Frederick 
was for France ; 


Sing, Honi foit qui mal y penfe, 
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LX. 
| A courtly new ballad of the princely Wooing of the 
| The fair Maid of London, by kitig Edward. 


Reprinted from an old black letter copy, printed for Hens 
Goffoms. 


| i BR AIR angel of England, thy beauty moft bright, 
| Is all my heart’s pleafure, my joy and delight ; 
| Then grant me, fair lady, thy true love to be, 
That I may fay, Welcome good fortune to me. 


if The turtle, fo true and chafte in her love, 
ie | By gentle perfuafions her fancy will move ; 
i Then be not intreated, fweet lady, in vain, 
For nature requireth what I-would obtain. 


The phcenix fo famous, that livéth alone, 

Ts vowed to chaftity, being but one: 

But be not, my darling, fo chafte in defire, 
Left thou, like the phoenix, do penance in fire. 


alas! gentle lady, I pity thy flate, 
eing refolved to live without mate; 
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| For if of our courting the pleafure you knew, 
You would have a liking the fame to enfue. 
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Long time have I fued the fame to obtain, 
Yet I am requited with fcornful difdain ; 

But if you will grant your goodwill unto mes 
You fhall be advanced to princely degree. 


Promotiofis@hd honour may often entice 

The chafteft that liveth, tho’ never fo nice; 
What woman fo worthy but will be content, 
‘To live in the palace where princes frequent? 


Two brides young and princely, to church I have led# 
Two ladies mof lovely have decked my bed : 

Yet hath thy love taken more root in my heart, 

Than all their contentments, whereof I had part. 


Your gentle heart cannot men’s hearts much abide, 
And women leaft angry when moft they do chide ; 
Then yield to me kindly, and fay that at length, 
Men they want mercy, and poor women itrength. 


I prant that fair ladies may poor men refiit, 

But princes may conquer and love when they lift ; 
A king may command her to lye by his fide, 
Whofe features deferveth to be a king’s bride, 


Tn granting your love, ve fhall purchafe renown 3 
Your head fhall be deckt with England’s fair crown ; 
‘Thy garments moft gallant with gold fhallbe HORE, 
If true love for treafure of thee may be bought. 
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ae Great ladies of honour fhall ’tend on thy train $] 
ie Mott richly attired with fcarlet in grain ; 

My chamber moft princely thy perfon hall keep, 
7 Where virgins with mufic fhall rock thee to fleep. 


W any more pleafures thy heart can invent, 

Command them, fweet lady, thy mind to content 5 

| evi For kings gallant courts, where princes do dwell, 

eae) Afford fuch fweet paftimes as ladies love well, 

Ma Then be not refolved to die a true maid, 

; But print in thy bofom the words I have faid, 

a] And grant.a king favour, thy truce love to be, 
That I may fay, Welcome fweet virgin to nie: 
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O Wanton king Edward, thy labour is vain, 

4 To follow the pleafure thou canft not attam ; 

: With getting thou lofeft, and having doft wafte it, 
The which if thou purchafe‘is fpoil’d if thou haf it, 


But if thou obtain’ft it, thou nothing haft won, 
And I, lofing nothing, yet quite am undone; 
But if of that jewel a king does deceive me, 

No king can reftore; tho’ a kingdom he give me. 


My 
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The name oe 
I have not deferved to lie by thy tide, 
Nor yet to be counted for king Edward’s bride, 


They win nota‘ woman, 
J 

Whe thei can impute to aman any fault, 

go upright while women do halt? 


My colour is changed fince you faw me laf ; 
My favqueis vanith’d, my beauty is pait 
The rofy-red blufhes that fat inmy cheeks, 
To palenefs is turn’d, which all men millikes, 


I pafs not what princes for love do proteit, 
of a-virgin contenteth me beft ; 


The name of a princefs I never did crave, 
No fuch type of honour thy | hand-maid will have ; 
My breale fhall not harbour fo lofty a thought, 

Nor be with rich proffers to wantonnefs brought. 


If wild wanton Rofamond, one of our fort, 
Had never frequented king Henry’s brave court, 
Such] aes of deep forrow fhe never had feen, 


eal ous a queen. 


All men have their freedom to fliew their intent 
3 


except fhe confent. 


?'Ts5 counted a kindnefs in men for to try, 
And virtue in women the fame to deny: 
Form women inconftant can never be prov’d, 
y their betters therein may be m 
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If women and modefty once do but fever, 
"T'hen farewel good name and credit for ever s 
And, royal king Edward, let me be exil’d, 
Ere any man knows my body’s defil’d. 


No, no, myold father’s reverend tears 

‘Foo deep an impreffion within my foul bears 5 
Nor fhall his bright honour that blot by me have, 
To bring his grey hairs with grief to the grave. 


"The heavens forbid that when I fhall die, 

‘That any fuch thing fhould upon my foul liz; 

if Ihave kept me from doing this fin, 

My heart fball not yield with a prince to begin, 


Come rather with pity to weep on my tomb, 

"Fhan for my birth curfe my dear mother’s womb, 
‘Fhat brought forth a bloffom that ftained the tree, 
With wanton defires to fhame her and me: 


fueave, moft noble king, me tempt not in vain 
Ry milk-white affe@ions with lewdnefs to ftain ¢ 
‘ho’ England will give me no comforts‘at all, 
Yet England will give me a fad burial. 


END OF VOL 
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